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GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


" RS © 
NVE. 
Sir WILLIAM WoR TH. 
PaT1E, the Gentle Shep- 
herd, in love with Peggy. 
Roc E x, a rich young ſhep- 
herd, in love with Jenny. 
SyMoN and GLAUD, two 
old ſhepherds, venants to 
Sir William. 
BavLDy, a hynd engaged 


RSOMNS. 

| WOMEN. 

PEGGY, thought to be 
Glaud's niece, 


"JENNY, 


Glaud's onl 7 
daughter. 


| MavusE, an old woman, 
ſuppoſed to be a witch, 


ELS pA, Symon's wife. 


with Neps. | | 


SCENE, A /hepherd”s village and field ſom 
from Edinburgh. 


MADGE, Glaud's ſiſter. 


e few miles 


Time of action, within labenty hours, 


Firſt act begins at eight in the morning, _ 
Second act begins at eleven in the forencon, 
Third act begins at four in the afternoon. 
Fourth act begins at nine o'clock at n'ghr. 
Fifth act begins by day- light next morning. 


ACT kL.SCENE 


PROLOGUE, 
Beneath the ſoui h- ſide of a craigy bieli, 
Where eryſtal ſprings their halefome waters jield, 
Twa youthful ſhepherds on the gowans lay,” 
Tenting their flocks ae bonny morn of May, 
Poor Roger granes, till hollow echoes ring; 


But blyther Patie lik 


es to laugh and ſing. 
. 
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PATIE and Ro GE. 


- 


SANG l. Tune, The wawking of the faulds. 


PATIE. Y Peggy is a young thing, 
M Full enter'd in = = 
Fair as the day, and feweet as May, 
Fair as the day, and always gay. 
My Peggy is a young thing, 
And Um not very auld, 
Tet well I like to meet her at 
The quauling of the fauld, 


. 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſae feeetly, 
Ihene'er we meet alane, 
J wiſh nae mair to lay my care, 
£ wiſh nae mair of a' that's rare. 
My Pegey ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
To a' the leave Pm cauld ; 
But ſhe gars a' my ſpirits glow 
At uauling of the fauld, 
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My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
IWhene'er JI whiſper love, 
That 1 look down on a' the town, 
That I lock down upon a crown. 
My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
I. =o / ne rs and bauld, 
And naething gies me fie delight 
i uauling of the fauld. 


1 I Peggy fings ſae ſaſtly, 
| When on my pipe I play, | | 
4 By a' the reſt it is confeſt 
By a' the reſt, that ſhe Ag beſt. 
My Peggy ling, ſue faftly, 
And in her fangs are tauld, N | 
With innocence, the wale of ſenſe, : 
At uauling of the fauld, x1 
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PAT IE. 
r ſunny morning, Roger, chears my blood, 


And puts all nature in a jovial mood. 
How heartſome is't to ſee the riſing plants 
To hear the birds chirm o'er their pleaſing rants ! 
How haleſome *tis to ſnuff the cauler air, 
And a' the ſweets it bears when void of care! 


What ails thee, Roger, then? what gars thee grane ? 
Tell me the cauſe of thy ill ſeaſon” d' pain. | 


| Roger. I'm born, O Patie, to a thrawart fate ! 

I'm born to ſtrive with hardſhips, {ad and pw. 
Tempeſts may ceaſe to jaw the rowand flood, 
Corbies and tods to grein for lambkins blood; 
But I, oppreſs'd with never-ending grief, 

Maun ay deſpair of lighting on relief. 

Patie. The bees ſhall lothe the flow'r; and quit the hrve, 
The ſaughs on boggy ground ſhall ceaſe to thrive, 
Ere ſcornful queans, or lofs of warldly gear, 

Shall ſpill my reſt, or ever force a tear. 

Roger. Sae might I ſay; but 'tis no eaſy done 

By ane whaſe ſaul's ſae ſadly out of tune. 

You have ſae ſaft a voice, and ſlid a tongue, 

Vou are the darling of baith auld and young. 

If I but ettle at a fang, or ſpeak, 

They dit their Jugs, ſyne up their leglens cleek, 
And Jeer me hameward frae the loan or bught, 
While I'm confus'd with mony a vexing thought? 4 
Vet I am tall, and as well built as thee, ; 
Nor mair unlikely to a laſs's eye; 

For ilka ſheep ye have I'll number ten, 

And ſhou'd, as ane may think, come farer ben. 

Patie. But ablins, ni bour, ye have not a heart, 
And downa eithly wi' your cunzie part: 

If that be true, what Pate your gear? Wag, 
A mind that's ſcrinipit never wants ſome care. 

Nager. My byar tumbled, nine bra nowt were e ſwoor d, 
Three elf - ſhot were, yet I theſe ills endur'd ; 
In winter laſt my cares were very ſma', 
The? ſcores of wethers periſh'd in the ſnaw. | 
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Patie. Were your bein rooms as thinly ſtock'd as mine, | 


Leſs you wad loſe, and leſs you wad repine. 
He that has juſt enough can ſoundly fleep, 
The o'ercome- only faſhes fowk to keep. 

Roger. May plenty flow upon thee for a croſs, 
That thou maylt thole the pangs of mony a loſs ; 
O mayſt thou doat on fome fair paughty wench, 
That ne'er will Tout thy lowan drouth to quench; 
Tili briſs'd beneath the burden, thou cry dool ! 
And awn that ane may fret that 1s nae fool, 

Patie. Sax good fat lambs, I ſauld them ilka clute 
At the Welt-port, and bought a winſome flute, 

Of plum-tree made, with iv'ry virles round, 

A dainty whiſtle, wich a pleaſant ſound : 
I'll be mare canty wi't, and ne er cry dool! 

Than you, with all your caſh, ye dowy fool. 

Roger. Na, Patie, na! Fm nae fic chuiliſh beaſt, 
Some other thing hes heavier at my breaſt : 

1 dream'd a dreary dream this hinder night, 
"That gars my fleth a' creep yet with the fright. 

Pie. Now, to a friend, how ſilly's this pretenee, 
To ane wha you and a' your ſecrets kens ? 

Daft are your dreams, as daftly wad ye hide 
Your well-ſcen love, and dorty Jenny's pride. 
Take courage, Roger, me your ſorrows tell, 
And ſafely think nane kens them but yourſell. 


Roger, Indeed now, Patie, you have gueſs'd o'er true, | | 


And there is nathing I'll keep up frae yop. 

Me dorty jenny looks upon aſquiat ; 

To ſpeak but till her I dare hardly mint: 

In itka place ſhe jeers me air and late, 

And gars me look bombaz'd and unco blate : 

But yeſterday I met her yont a know, 

She fled as frac a ſhelly- coated kow. 

She Bauldly loes, Bauldy that drives the car, 

But gecks at me, and ſays I ſmell of tar. 

Piatie. But Bauldy loes not her, right well I wat; 
He ſighs for Neps ;—— fae that may ſtand for that. 


Reger. { wiſh 1 cou'd na loe her. but in yain; 


I ſtill maun doat, and thole ber proud diſdain. 
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My Bawty is a cur I dearly like, 


| Ev'n while he fawn'd, ſhe {track the poor dumb tyke : 


If I had fill'd a nook within her breaſt, 

She wad have ſhawn mair kindneſs to my beaſt. 
When 1 begin to tune my ſtock and horn, 
With a' her face ſhe ſhaws a caulrife ſcora : 


| Laſt night I play'd, ye never heard fic ſpite, 
| Cer Bogie was the ſpring, and her delyte; 
| Yet tauntingly ſhe at her couſin ſpeer d, 


Gif ſhe cou'd tell what tune I play'd, and ſneer'd, 
Flocks, wander where ye like, I dinna care, 
I'll break my reed, and never whiſtle mair. 
Patie. E'en do ſae, Roger, wha can help miſluck, 
Saebeins ſhe be ſic a thrawn-gabbir chuck? 
Yonder's a craig, ſince ye have tint a' hope, 
Gae till't your ways, and take the lover's loup. 
Roger. I need na make fic ſpeed my blood to ſpill, 
I'll warrant death come ſoon enough a- will. 
Patie. Daft gowk! leave aff that filly whinging way, 
Seem careleſs, there's my hand ye'll win the day. 
Hear how I ſerv'd my laſs I love as weel 
As ye do Jenny, and with heart as leel : 
Laſt morning I was gay and early out, 
Upon a dyke I lean'd, glowring about, 
I ſaw my Meg come linkan o'er the lee, 
I ſaw my Meg, but Meggy ſaw na me: 
For yet the ſun was wading through the miſt, 
And ſhe was cloſe upon me ere ſhe wilt; 
Her coats were kiltit, and did ſweetly ſhaw 
Her ſtraight bare legs, that whiter were. than, ſpaw. 
Her cockernony ſnooded up fou ſleek, 
Her haffer-locks hang waviag on her cheek ; 
Her cheeks ſae ruddy, and her e'en ſae clear; 
And O! her mouth's hke ony hinny pear, 
Neat, neat ſhe was, in buſtine waiſtcoat clean, 
As ſhe came ſkiffing o'er the dewy green. 
Blythſome, I ery'd, My bonny Meg, come here ; 
I ferly wherefore ye're ſae ſoon aſteer : | 
But I can gueſs, ye're gawn to gather dew : 
She fcour'd awa', and faid, What's that to you? = 
Then 


Then fare ye weel, Meg Dorts, and e'en's ye like, 
I careleſs cry'd, and lap in o'er the dyke. 

I trow, when that ſhe ſaw, within a crack 

She came wi' a right thieveleſs errand back; 
Miſca'd me firſt, then bade me hound my dog, 
To wear up three waff ews ſtray d on the bog. 

I leugh, and ſae did ſhe; then with great haſte 

I claſp'd my arms about her neck and waiſt, 

About her yielding waiſt, and took a fouth 

of ſweeteſt kiſſes frae her glowing mouth. 

While hard and faſt I held her in my grips, 

My very ſau] came lJouping to my lips. 

Sair, fair ſhe flet wi* me tween ilka ſmack ; 

But weel I kend ſhe meant nae as ſhe ſpake. 

Dear Roger, when your jo puts on her gloom, 

Do ye ſae too, and never faſh your thumb: 

Seem to forſake her, ſoon ſhe'll change her mood; 
Gae woo anither, and ſhe'll gang clean wood. 


SANG II. Tune, Fy gar rub her o'er with ſtrae, 


Dear Roger, if your Jenny peck, 
And anſwer kindneſs with a ſlight, 
Seem unconcern'd at her neglect, 
For women in a man delight : 
But them deſpiſe who're ſoon defeat, 
And with a ſimple face give way 
To a repulſe; — then be not blate, 
Puſh bauldly on, and win the day. 
When maidens, innoceuily young. 
Say aften what they never mean, 
Neer mind their pretty lying tongue, 
Bui tent the language of their een, 
If theſe agree, and ſhe perifl 
Te anſwer all your love with hate, 
Seek elſewhere to be better bleſt, 
And let her jigh when tis too late. 


Roger. Kind Patie, now fair fa your r honeſt heart, 
* re ay ſae cadgy, and have fic an art 
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To hearten ane: for now, as clean's a leek, 
veꝰ ve cheriſh'd me ſince ye began to ſpeak. 
Sae, for your pains, I'Il make ye a propine, 
(My mother, reſt her ſaul | the made it ſine), 
A tartan plaid, ſpun of good hawſſock woo, 


Scarlet and green the ſets, the borders blue, 


With ſpraings like gowd and filler croſs'd with black; 
I never had it yet upon my back. 

Weel are ye wordy o't, wha have ſae kind 

Red up my revel'd doubts, and clear'd my mind. 

Patie. Weel, hald ye there, — and fince ye've frankly 
To me a preſent of your bra” new plaid, [made 
My flute's be your's; and ſhe too that's ſae nice, 

Shall come a-will, gif ye'H take my advice. 

Roger. As ye adviſe, I'll promiſe to obſerve't ; 
But ye maun keep the flute, ye belt deferve't, 


& Now tak it out, and gie's a bonny ſpring, 
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For I'm in tift to hear you play and ſing. 

Piatie. But firſt we'll tak a turn up to the height, 
And ſee gif a' our flocks be feeding right; 

Be that time bannocks, and a ſhave of cheeſe, 

Will make a breakfaſt that a laird might pleaſe ; 
Might pleaſe the daintieſt gabs, were they ſae wiſe 
To alda meat with health inſtead of ſpice. 

When we have ta'en the grace - drink at this well, 


& 11! whiſtle fine, and ſing t'ye like myſell. [L Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


PROLOGUE. 
A flow'ry howm, between twa verdaut braes, 


Where laſſes uſe to waſh and ſpread their claiths ; 

A trotting burnie wimpling thro' the ground, 

Its channel pebbles ſhining ſmoath and round ; 

Here view twa barefoot beauties, clean and claar; 

Firſt pleaſe your exp, next gratify your ear: 
_ TiFhile Jenny what ſhe wiſhes diſcommends, . | 

And Meg with better ſenſe true love defends. 


PEGGY 
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"PEGGY and JENNY, 
Jenm. Ou, Meg, let's fa“ to wark upon this green, 
This ſhining day will bleach our linen clean 
The water's clear, the lift unclouded- blew, 
Will make them like a lily wet with dew. 

Peggy. Go farer up the burn to Habie's How, 
Where a' the ſweets of f. pring and ſimmer grow ; 
Between twa birks, out-o'er a little lin, i 
The water fa's, and makes a ſingand din; 

A pool breaſt- deep, beneath as clear as glaſs, 

Kiſſes with eaſy whirls the bordering grals ; ; 

We'll end our waſhing while the morning's cool, 
And, when the day grows het, we'll to the pool, 
There waſh ourlells. — Tis bealthfu* now in May, 
And ſweetly cauler on ſae warm a day 

Jenny. Daft laſſie, when we're naked, whar'll ye ſay, 
Gif our twa herds come brattling down the brae, 
And ſee us ſae? That jeering fallow, Pate, 

Wad taunting ſay, Haith, lafſes, ye'te no blate. 

Peggy. We're far frae ony road, and out o' ſight, 
The lads they're feeding far beyond the height. 
But tell me now, dear Jenny, (we're our lane), 
What gars ye plague your wooer with diſdain ? 

The nibours a? tent this as well as I, 

That Roger loes ye, yet ye care na by. 

What ails ye at him? Troth, between us twa, 
He's wordy you the beſt day e'er ye ſaw. 

Jenny. I dinna like him, Peggy, there's an end, 
A herd mair ſheepiſh yet I never kend. 

He kaims his hair, indeed, and gaes right ſaug, 
With ribbon-knots at his blew bonnet-lug, 
Whilk penſily he wears a thought a-jee, 

And ſpreads his garters dic'd beneath his knee; 
He falds, his o'erlay down his breaſt with care, 
And few gangs trigger to the kirk or fair: 

For a' that he can neither ſing nor ſay, 
Except, Hew dye? — or, There's a bonny day. 

Peggy. Ye daſh the lad with conſtant 2 . ; 
Hatred for love is unco fair to bide : 

But ye'll repent ye, if his love grow cauld. 
What like's a dorty maiden when ſhe's auld ? | 


Like 


* 
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Like dawted wean, that tarrows at its meat, 

That for ſome feckleſs whim will orp and greet: 

The lave laugh at it till the dinner's paſt, 

And ſyne the fool-thing is oblig'd to faſt, 
Or ſcart anither's leavings at the laſt, 

Fy, Jenny, think, and dinna fit your time. 


SANG III. Tune, Polwart on the green, 


The dorty will repent, 
If lover's heart grow cauld, 
And nane her ſmiles will tent, 
Soon as her face Hhoks auld. 
The dawted bairn thus fakes the pet, 
Nor eats, tho' hunger crave, ; 
Ilhimpers and tarrows at its meat, 
And's laugh'd at by the lave. 
They jeſt it till the dinner's paſt : 
Thus, by itſell, abus'd, 
The fool. thing is oblig'd to faſt, 
Or eat what they've refus'd. 


Jenny. I never thought a ſingle life a crime. 
Peggy. Nor I — but love, in whiſpers, lets us ken, 
That men were made for us, and we for men. 
Fenny. If Roger is my jo, he kens himſell, 
For ſic a tale I never heard him tell. 
He glowrs and ſiglis, and I can gueſs the cauſe; 
But wha's oblig'd to ſpell his hums and haws? 
Whene er he likes to tell his mind mair plain, 
I'ſe tell him frankly ne'er to do't again. Fo; 
They're fools that ſlavery like, and may be free; 
The chiels may a' knit up themſelves for me. 
Peggy. Be doing your ways: for me, I have a mind 
To be as yielding as my Patie's kind. 1 
Jenny. Heh laſs ! how can you loo that rattle-ſcull? 
A very deel that ay maun hae his will. 
We'll ſoon hear tell what a poor feightan Ife 


| You twa will lead, ſae ſoon's ye're man and wife, 


Peggy, I'll rin the riſk; nor have I ony fear, 
But rather think ilk langſome day a year, 1 
| | Ti 
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Till I with pleaſure mount my bridal- bed; 

Where, on my Patie's breaſt, 1'll lean my head. 

There we may kiſs as lang as kiſſing's good, 

And what we-do, there's nane dare call it rade. | 

He's get his will: why no. *Tis good my part 

To give him that, and he'll give me his heart. 
Jenny. He may indeed, for ten or fifteen Gays, 

Mak meikle o'ye, with an unco' fraiſe, 

And daut ye baith afore fowk and your lane: 

But, ſoon as his newfangleneſs is gane, 

He'll look upon you as his tether-ſtake, 

And think he's tint his freedom for your ſake. 

Inſtead then of lang days of ſweet delyte, 

Ae day be dumb, and a' the neiſt he'll flyte : 

And may be, in his barlikhoods, ne'er ſtick 

To lend his loving wife a loundring lick. 


SANG IV. Tune, O dear mother, what ſhall I do? 


O, dear Peggy, love's beguiling. 
We ought not te truſi to ſmiling ; 
Better far to do as I do, 

Left a barder luck betyde you, 
Laser, when their fancy's carry'd, 
Think of nougbit but to be marry'd: 

| Running to a life deſtroys 
0 Heartſome, free, and youthfu' Joys. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Peggy. Sic coarſe-ſpun thoughts as thae want pit to 
My fertled mind, I'm o'er far gane in love. [move 
Patie to me is dearer than my breath, | 
But want of him I dread nae other ſkaith. 
There's nane of a' the herds that tread the green, | 
Has fic a ſmile, or fic twa glancing een ; 
And then he ſpeaks with fic a taking art, 

His words they thirle like muſic through my heart; 

How blythly can he ſport, and gently rave, 
And jeſt at feckleſs fears that fright the lave. 
Hk day that he's alane upon the hill, 

Fe reads Je books that W him meikle ſkill, 
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The reſt ſeem coofs, compar'd with my dear Pate. 


111-nature hefts in ſauls that's weak and poor, 


- 


He is — but what need I ſay that or this? 
1'd ſpend a month to tell you what he is! 
In a' he ſays or does, there's ſic a gate, 


His better ſenſe will lang his love ſecure : 


SANG V. Tune, How can I be ſad on my wedding-day? | 


How ſhall I be fad, when a huſtand I hae, 

That has better ſenſe than ony of thae 

Sour weak ji lly fell;ws, that fludy like fools, 

To fink their ain ey, and make their wives ſnools ? 
The man who is prudent ne'er lighilies his aui, 
Or «with dull reproaches eNCOurages ftrife : 

He praiſes her virtues, and ne er will abu 


Her fer a ſmall ſailing, but find an excuſe, ö 


Jenny. ITey, Benny Laſs of Brankfome, or't be Wr 
Your witty Pate will put you in a ſang. 
O! *tis a pleaſant thing to be a bride ; 
Syne whinging gets about your ingle-ſide, 
Yelping for this or that with faſhous din: 
To mak them brats then ye maun toil and ſpin, 
Ae wean fa's ſick, an ſcads itſell wi' broe, 
Ane breaks his ſhin, anither tines his ſhoe ; | 
The deel gaes o'er Jock Wabſter ; hame grows hell, 
When Pare miſca's you war than tongue can tell, 
Peggy. Yes, 'tis a heart ſome thing to be a wife, 
When round the ingle-edpe young ſprouts are rife. 
Gif I'm ſae happy, I ſhall ka'e delight 
To hear their little plaints, and keep them right. 
Wow jenny! can there greater pleaſure be, 
Than fee fic wee tots toolying at your knee; 
When a' they ettle at, — their ere wiſh, 
Is to be made of, and ob-, in a kiſs ? 
Can there be toil in tenting day and night 
The like of them, when love makes care delight ; 
Jenny. But poortith, Peggy, is the warſt of a- 5 
Gif o'er Your heads ill chance ſhould begg'ry draw. 
B * 
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But little love or canty chear can come 

Frae duddy doublets, and a pantry toom. 

Your nowt may die — the ſpate may bear away, 
Frae aff the howms, your dainty rucks of hay. — 
The thick blawn wreaths of ſnaw, or blaſhy thous, 


Sa 


May ſmoor your wethers, and may rot your ews. 
A dyvor buys your butter, woo, and cheeſe, 1 
But, or the day of payment, breaks, and flees. 4 
With glowman brow the laird ſeeks in his rent: 2 
*Tis not to gie; your merchant's to the bent. Jt 
His Honour manna want; he poinds your gear: A 
Syne, driven frae houſe and hald, where will ye ſteer? A 
Dear Meg, be wiſe, and lead a ſingle life: 7! 
Troth 'tis nae mows to be a married wife. 0 
Peggy. May ſic ill luck befa' that filly ſhe, A 
Wha has fic fears, for that was never nie. G 
Let fowk bode weel, and ſtrive to do their beſt; 0 
Nae mair's requir'd; let heaven make out the reſt, 
I've heard my honeſt. uncle afien ſay, _ A 
That lads ſhould a' for wives that's virtuous pray: 
For the maift thrifty man could never get T 
A well-ſtor'd room, unleſs his wife wad let. B. 
Wherefore nocht ſhall be wanting on my part 1 
To gather wealth to raiſe my ſhepherd's heart. de 
Whate'er he wins, I'll guide with canny care, SU 
And win the vogue at market, trone, or fair, Ne 
For haleſome, clean, cheap, and ſufficient ware. 1 
A flock of lambs, cheeſe, butter, and ſome woo, A 
Shall firſt be ſald, to pay the laird his due: I 
Syne a' behind's our ain. — Thus, without fear, T 
Vith love and rowth we thro' the warld will ſteer: Sl 
And when my Pate in bairns and gear grows rife, B 
He'll bleſs the day he gat me for his wife. 

Jenny. But what if ſome young giglet on the green, Yi 
With dimplen checks, and twa bewitching een, * 
Should gar your Patie think his half worn Meg, L 
And her kend kiſſes, hardly worth a feg ? 

Peggy. Nae mair of that — dear Jenny, to be free, 8 
There's ſome men conſtanter in love than we. . 
Nor is the ferly great, when nature kind 15 


Has bleſs'd them with ſolidity of mind. 
They !! 


1, 


v Il 


Poe > S A 


When our ſhort paſſions wad our peace beguile 5 
Sae, whenſoeꝰ er they flight their maiks at Rache? 


Clean hag- a- bag I'll ſpread upon his board, 
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They'll reaſon calmly, and with kindneſs ſmile, 


Fis ten to ane their wives are maiſt to blame. 

Then I'll employ with pleaſure a' my art 

To keep him chearful, and ſecure his heart. 

At ev'o, when he comes weary frae the hill, 
1M hae a' things made ready to his will. 

In winter, when he toils thro? wind and rain, 

A bleezing ingle, and a clean hearth-ſtane 

And, ſoon as he flings by his plaid and las, 

The ſeething-pat's be ready to tak aff: 


And ſerve him wih the beſt we can afford. 
Good humour, and white biggonets ſhall be 
Guards to my face, to keep his love for me. 
Jenny. A diſh of marry'd love right ſoon grows cauld, 
And dozens down to naue, as fowk grow auld. 
Peggy. But we'll grow auld togither, and ne'er ſind 
The lois of youth, when love grows on the mind, 
Burns and their bairns make ſure a firmer tye 
Than aught in love the like of us can ſpy. 
See yon twa elms that grow up ſide by ſide; 
Suppole them ſome years {yne bridegroom and bride ; 
Nearer and nearer ilka year they've preſt, ; 
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Till wide their ſpreading branches are increas'd, 
And in their mixture now are fully bleſs'd 
This ſhields the other frae the eaſtlin blaſt, 
That, in return, defends it frae the waſt. 
Sic as ſtand ſingle, (a ſtate fac lik'd by you), 
Beneath ilk ſtorm frae every airth maun bow, 
Jenny. I've done, — I yield, dear laſſie, I maun y. eld; 
Your better ſenſe has fairly won the field, 
With the aſſiſtance of a little fae 
Lies darn'd within my breaſt this mony a day. 


SANG VI. Tune, Nancy's to the green wood gane. 


[ yield, dear laſſie, ye have won, 


And there is nae denying, 
B. 2 | That 


7 
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That ſure as light flows frae the ſun, 
N Frae love preceeds eomplying ; 
For a that wwe can ds or ſay © 
. *Gainft love, nae thinker heeds us, 
They ken eur boſoms lodge the fas 
That by the heart/trings leads us. 


Peggy, Alake ! poor pris ner! Jenny, that's no fair, 
That ye'll no let the wie thing tak the air: 
Haſte, let him out, we'll tent as weel's we can, 
Gif he be Bauldy's, .or poor Roger's man, 
Fenny. Anithei time's as good — for ſee, the ſun 
Is right far up, and we're not yet begun 
To freath the graith, — If canker'd Madge, our aunt, 
Come up the burn, ſhe'll gie's a wicked rant : 
But when we've done, I'll tel] ye a' my mind; 
For this ſeems true, nae laſs can be unkind, [Excunt. 


AS DDR SCENE. L 


PROLOGUE, 
A ſnug thack-houſe, before the door a green ; 
Hens on the midding, ducks in dubs are ſeen. 
On this fide fiands a barn, on that a Har, 
A peet o/tack joints, and forms a rural ſquair. 
The houſe is Glaud's — there you may ſee him lean, 
And to his divot-ſeat invite his friend. 


. 'GLAUD and Sr MOR. 
Glaud. „Gee nibour Symon, — come ſit 
down, 
And gie's your cracks — What's a che news in town:? 3 
They tell me ye was in the ither day, 
And ſald your crummock and her baſſen d quey: 
I'll warrant ye' ve coft a pund of cut and 21 : 
Log, out your box, and gie's a pipe to try. 
mon. With # my heart — and tent me dow, auld 
. 
Pye gather d news wil kittle your heart with; joy. 


4 


's 
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I cou'd na reſt till I came o'er the burn, 
To tell ye things have taken fic a turn, 
Will gar our vile oppreſſurs ſtend like flaes, 
And ſculk in hidlings on the heather-bracs. 
Claud. Fy blaw —- Ah Symmie | rattling chicls ne'er 
ſtand 
To cleck and ſpread he groſſeſt lies aff-hand, 
Whilk ſoon flie round, like will-fire, far and near: 
But looſe your pock, be't true or fauſe, let's hear. | 
Symon. Seeing's believing, Glaud, and I have ſeen 
Hab, that abroad has with our maſter beeo. 
Our brave good maſter, wha right wiſely fled, 
And left a fair eſtate to ſave his head; 
Becauſe, ye ken fou weel, he bravely choſe 
To ſhine, or ſet in glory with Montroſe. 
Now Cromwel's gane to nick.; and ane, ca'd Mont, 
Has play'd the Rumple a right ſlee begunk, 
Reſtor'd King Charles; and ilka thing's in tune: 
And Habby ſays we'll ſec Sir William ſoon. | 
Glaud. That maks me blyth indeed — but dinna faw; 
Tell o'er your news again, and ſwear till't a'! 
And ſaw ye Hab! and what did Halbert ſay? 
They have been e'en a dreary time away. 
Now, God be thaiked that our laird's come hame ; 
And his eſtate, ſay, can he eithly claim? 
Symon. They that hag-rid us till our guts did grane,) 
Like greedy bairs, date nae mair do't again, | 
And good Sir William ſhall enjoy bis ain, J 


SANG VI. Tune, Cald kail ia Aberdeen- 


Cauld be the rebels caſt, 
Oppreſſcrs baſe and bord, 

T hope we tt fee them at ihe laſt 
Strune a' up in a woody. 

Bleſi'd be he of wy and ſenſe, 
And ever tigh in ſtation, 

That bravely ſtands in the defence 
Of conſcience, king, and nation. 


B 3 Ctaud. 
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Glaud. And may he lang, for never did he tent: 
Us in our thriving with a racket rent; 
Nor grumbled if ane grew rich, or ſhor'd to raiſe 
Our mailens, when we pat on Sunday's claiths. 
Symon. Nor wad he lang, with ſenſeleſs ſaucy air, 
Allow our lyart noddles to be bare. 
«© Put on your bonnet, Sy men — tak a ſeat — 
* How's a' at hame? — How's Elſpa? How does 
« Kate? 
& How: ſells black. cattle ? — What gies woo this year?“ 
And ſiclike kindly queſtions wad he ſpeer. 


SANG VIII. Tune, Mucking of Geordy's byar. 


The laird awho in riches and honour 
ad thrive, ſhould be kindly and free, 
Nor rack his-poor tenants with labour 
To riſe aboon poverty: 
Elfe like the pack-borſe that's unfother'd, 
And burden d, ulli tumble down: faint; 
Thus virtue by hardſhip is ſmother'd, 
Aud rackers aft tine their rent. 


Glaud. Then wad he gar his butler bring bedeen 
The nappy bottle ben, and glaſſes clean, 
Whilk in our breaſt rais'd fic a blythſome flame, 
As gar'd me mony a time gae dancing hame. 
My heart's e'en-rais'd — Dear. nibour, will ye ſtay, 
And tak your dinner here with me the day. 
We'll ſerd for Elſpith too — and, upo? ſight, 
I'll whiſtle Pate and Roger frae the height, 
I'll yoke my fled, and ſend to the neiſt town, 
And bring a draught of ale, baith ſtout and brown, 
And gar our cottars a', man, wife, and wean, 
Drink till they tine the gace to ſtand their lane. 
Symon, I wad na bauk my friend his-blyth deſign, 
Gif that it had na firſt of a' been mine: 
For here yeſtreen I brew'd a bow of maut x 
Yeſtreen I flew twa wethers prime and fat; 
A furlet of good cakes my Elſpa beuk, _ 7 
And a large ham hangs reeſting in the nook. 2 5 
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| Our meikle pat, that ſcads the whey, put on, 
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1 faw myſeld, or I came o'er the loan, 


A mutton-bouk to boil ; — and ane weel roalt ;- 

And on the haggies Elſpa ſpares na coſt; 

Small are they ſhorn, and ſhe can nix fou nice 

The guſty ingans with. a curn of ſpice, 

Fat are the puddings — heads and feet weel ſung: 

And we've invited nibours auld and young, 

To paſs this afternoon with glee and game, 

And drink our maſter's health, and welcome-hame. 

Ye manna then refuſe to join the reſt, 

Since ye're my neareſt friend that I like beſt. 

Bring wi'ye a' your family, and then, 

Whene'er you pleaſe, I'll rant wi' you again. | 
Glaud. Spoke like yourſell; Auld-birky ; never fear 

But at your banquet I ſhall fir{t appear. | 

Faith, we ſhall bend the bicker, and look bauld, 

Till we forget that we are fail'd or auld, 

Auld, faid 1 — Troth,. I'm younger be a ſcore;. | : 

With your good news, than what I. was before, | 

Ell dance or e'en! Hey, Madge, come forth; d'ye hear? 


r Ne : G * 0 pl] J 
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Enter MADGE. 
Madge. The man's gane gyte! Dear Symon, welcome 7 
here: = 
What wad ye, Glaud, with a' this haſte and din? * i} 
Ye never let a body ſit to ſpin. | i 
Claud. Spin! ſnuff! Gae break your wheel, and burn 
your tow, | 
And ſer the meikleſt peet-ſtack in a low; 7 
Syne dance about the banefire till ye die, | | 
Since now again we'll ſoon Sir William fee. 
Madge.. Blyth. news indeed! — And wha was't tald 


you o'r ? | 
Glaud.. What's that to you? — Gae get my Sunday's 
Wale out the whiteſt of my bobit bands, [coat 


My white-ſkin hoſe, and mittans for my hands; 
Then frae their waſhing cry the bairns in haſte, 
And mak yourſells as trig, head, feet, and waiſt, 
As ye were a' to get young lads or. e'en ; 
Fot we're gawn o'er to dine with Sym bedeen.. 


N Symon, 
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Symon. Do, honeſt Madge; and, Glaud, I'll o'er the 
And ſee that a' be done as I wad haet. gate, 
| [Exeunt, 


SCENE I. 


PROLOGUE. - 


The open feld, — a cottage in a glen, 

An auld wife ſpinning at the ſunny end, — 
At a ſmall diſtance, by a blaſted trec, 

With falded arms, and haff-rais'd looks, ye ſee. 


BavLtDpy %% lane, 


HaT's this! — I canna bear't! 'Tis war than 
hell, 

To be ſae burnt with love, yet dare na tell! 

O Peggy! ſweeter than the dawning day, 

Sweeter than gowany glens, or new. maun hay, 
Blyther than lambs that friſk out o'er the knows, 
Straighter than ought that in the foreſt grows: 
Her een the clearett blob of dew outſhines ; 

The lily in her breaſt its beauty tines, 
- Her legs, her arms, her cheeks, her mouth, her cen, 
Will be my dead, that will be ſhortly ſeen ! 
For Pate loes her — waes me ! and ſhe loes Pate; 

And I wiih Neps, by ſome unlucky fate, | 
- Made a daft yow! — O!] but an be a beaſt, 

That makes raſh aiths, till he's afore the prieſt. 

I dare na ſpeak my mind, elſe a' the three, 
But doubt, wad prove ilk ane my enemy. 

*Tis fair to thole — Ill try fore witchcraft art, 
To break with aue, and win the other's heart. 
Here Mauſy lives, a witch, that, for ſma' price, 
Can ca(t her cantraips, and gie me advice, 

She can o'ercaſt the night, and cloud the moon, 
And mak the deils obedient to her croon. 25 

At midoight-hours o'er the kirk-yards the raves, 3 
And howks unchriſten'd weans out of their graves 2 
Boils vp their livers in a warlock's pow: | | 
- Rins witherfhins about the hemlock low 3 427% 2 
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And ſeven times does her prayers backward pray, 
Till Plotcock comes with lumps of Lapland clay, 


Mix'd with the venom of black taids and fnakes. 
Of this unſonſy pictures aft ſhe makes 

Of ony ane ſhe hates; — and gars expire 

With flaw and racking pains afore a fire: 

Stuck fou of prins, the deviliſh. pictures melt; 
The pain by fowk they reprefent is felt. 

And yonder's Mauſe : Ay, ay, ſhe kens fou weil, 
When ane, like me, comes rinning t@'the deil. 


She and her cat ſit beeking in her yard, 


To ſpeak my errand, faith, amaiſt I'm fear'd: 
But I maun do't, tho* I ſhould never thrive: 
They gallop faſt that deils and laſſes drive. 


STENT M 
PROLOGUE. 


A green kail-yard, a little font, 
Where water paplaud ſprings, 


There /its.a wife with wrinkled front, 


A yet ſhe Jpins and 1 Ngo. 


SAN G IX. Tune, G king come. 


Mauſe. Peggy, now the king's come, 
Peggy, now the king's come ; 


Thou may dance, and I ſhall fig. Ra pili for. 3 


Peggy, fince' the ding come. 


Nae mair-the hawkies ſhalt thou milk, 


But change thy plaiding-coat for = 
And be.a lady e that ili, 
Now, e 1 ner the king's s come. - 


Baulh, H 


| Ber Su et, | 


And beeking my cauld limbs afore the ſun. 
What brings my bairn this gate ſae air at morn ?-. 


ow does auld honeſt lucky of the: her! >, 
Ye look baith hail and fere at threeſcore 
Manſe E'en twining out a thread with little din, __ 


Exit. 
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Bauldy. 


* 


1 2 4 


* +» 
eee 
n 


x 7 
75 
43. 
7 
; 
* 
* 


18 


3 — * 1 4 N - 
\ 8 5 = 
wy 4 N 


1 2 22 * — 


Oe Wo Z =o r be = 


22 Tus GENTLE SHEPHERD, Ad 2. 


Bauldy. Enough of baith — butfomething that requires 
Your helping hand, employs now all my cares. 
Mauſe. My helping hand, alack ! what can I do, 
That underneath baith eild and poortith bow? | 
Bauldy. Ah, but you're wiſe, and wiſer far than ve, 
Or mailt part of the pariſh tells a lie. 
Mauſe. Of what kind wiſdom think ye I'm poſſelt, 
That lifts my character aboon the reſt ? 
Bauldy. The word that gangs, how ye'te ſae wiſe and 
Ye'll may be tak it ill, gif 1 ſoud tell. [ fell, 
Mauſe, What fowk ſay of me, Bauldy, let me hear: 
Keep naithing up, ye naithing have to fear, 
Bauldy. Well, fince ye bid me, I ſhall tell you a- 
That ilk : ane talks about you, but a flaw, 
When laſt the wind made Glaud a roofleſs barn, 
When laſt the burn bore down my mither's yarn ; 
When Brawny, elf-ſhot, never mair came hame ; 
When Tibby kirn'd, and there nae butter came; 
When Beſſy Freetock's chuffy- cheeked wean 
To a fairy turn'd, and cou'd na ſtand its lane: 
When Wattie wander'd ae night through the ſhaw, 
And tint himfel amaiſt amang the ſnaw : 
When Mungo's mare ſtood. ſtill, and ſwat with fright, 
When he brought eaſt the howdy under night: 
When Bawlſy ſhat to dead upon. the green; 
And Sara tint a ſnood was nae mair ſeen; 
You, lucky, gat the wyre of a“ fell out, 
And ilka ane here dreads ye cound about: : 
And ſae they may that mint to do ye ſaith. 
For me to wrang ye, I'll be very laith: 
But, when I neiſt mak groats, 1 Ill ſtrive to pleaſe 
You with a furlet of them, mix d with peaſe. 
Mauſe. I thank ye, lad, — now tell me your demand, 
And if I can, I'll lend my helping hand. 
Bauldy. Then I like Peggy Neps is fond of me 
Peggy likes Pate — and Patie's bauld and flee, 5 
And loes ſweet Meg, — but Neps I dowaa fee — 
Could ye turn Patie's love to Neps, and then 
Peggy's to me, — I'd be the happieſt man. | 
Mauſe. Il try my art to gar the bowls row right, 
Bae gang your ways, and come again at night, 
Gainſt 
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Gainſt that time I'll ſome {imple things prepare, 
Worth a' your peaſe and grots, tak ye nae care. 


Bauldy. Weel, Mauſe, I'll come, gif I the road can 
But if you raiſe the de'il, he'll raiſe the wind [find ; 
Syne rain and thunder may be when 'tis late, | 
Will mak the night ſae mirk I'll tine the gate. 

We're a' to rant in Symie's at a feaſt, 

O will ye come like badrans for a jeſt; 

And there ye can our different haviours ſpy ; 
There's nane ſhall ken o't there but you and J. 

Mauſe. Tis like I may, —but let na on what's paſt 
»Tween you and me, elſe fear a kittle caſt, 

Bauldy. If 1 ought o' your ſecrets e'er advance, 
May ye ride on me ilka night to France. [Exit Bauldy. 


Maus x her lane. | 

Hard luck alake ! when poverty and eild, 
Weeds out o' faſhion, and a lanely beild, 
With a ſma' caſt of wiles, ſhou'd in a twitch 
Gie an the hatefu' name, A wrinkled witch. 
This fool imagines, as do mony fic, 
That I'm a wretch, in compact with Huld Met, 
Becauſe, by education, I was taught 
To ſpeak and a& aboon their common thought, 
Their groſs miſtake ſhall quickly now appear ; 
Soon ſhall they ken what brought, what keeps me here, 
Now ſince the Royal Charles, and right's reſtor'd, 
A ſhepherdeſs is daughter to a lord, 49 
The bonny foundling that's brought up by Glaud, 
Wha has an uncle's care on her beſtow'd, 
Her infant life I fav'd, when a falſe friend 7. 
Bow'd to th' uſurper, and her death deſign'd, 
To eſtabliſh him and his in all theſe plains, 
That by right heritage to her pertains, 
She's now in her ſweet bloom, has blood and charms 
Of tco much value for a ſhepherd's arms. 
None Knows't but me; —and if the morn were come, 
I'll tell them tales will gar them a' ſing dumb. 


SCENE 
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PROLOGUE. | 
Behind a tree, upon the plain, | 
Pate and his Peggy meet, 
In lave, without a vitious ſtain, 
The bonny laſs and chearfu* fwain 
Change vows and kiſſes feveet. 


PATIE and PEGGYyY.: 
Peggy. Par IE, let me gang, I maunna ſtay, 
e O We're baith cry'd bame, N ſhe's 
away. 4 
Patie. I'm laith to part ſae ſoon; now we're alane, ! 
And Roger he's away with Jenny gane; ( 
They're as content, for ought I hear or ſee, ( 
To be alane themſelves, I judge, as we. , 
Here, where primroſes thickeſt paint the green, x 
Hard by this little burnie let us lean, x 
Hark how the lav'rocks chant aboon our heads, | ( 
How ſaft the weſtlin winds ſough thro? the reeds. 1 
Peggy. The ſcented meadows, — birds, —and healthy | 
For ought I ken, may mair than Peggy pleaſe, [breeze, “ 
Patie Ye wrang me fair, to doobt my being kind; f 
In ſpeaking ſae ye ca' me dull and blind; \ 
Gif I could fancy aught ſae ſweet or fair 
As my dear Meg, or worthy of my care. © 
Thy breath is ſweeter than the ſweeteſt brier, N 
Thy check and breaſt the fineſt flow'rs appear; = C 
Thy words, excel the maiſt delightfu' notes 


That warble thro' the merl or mavis' throats. A 
With thee I tent na flow'rs that buſke the ſield, 4 
Or ripeſt berries that our mountains yield; F 


The ſweeteſt fruits that hing upon the tree 
Are far inferior to a kiſs of thee, | 
Peggy. But Patrick for ſome wicked end may fleech; 

And lambs ſhou'd tremble when the foxes preach, __ 

I darna (tay : Ye joker, let me gang; =} 
_ Anither laſs may gar you change your ſang; © = ; 
Tour thoughts may flit, and I may thcle the wrang. 
Palit 
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patie. Sooner a mother ſhall her fondneſs drap, 
And wrang the bairn fits ſmiling on her lap. 

The ſun ſhall change, the moon to change ſhall ceaſe, 
The gaits to climb, — the ſheep to yield the fleece, 
Ere ought: by me be either ſaid or done 

Shall do thee wrang ; I ſwear by all aboon. 

Peggy. Then keep your aith : —but mony lads will 
And be manſworn to twa in haff a year, [{wear, 
Now I believe ye like me wonder well; 

But if anither laſs your heart fſhou'd ſteal, 

Your Meg, forſaken, bootleſs might relate 

How ſhe was dauted anes by faithleſs Pate. 

| Patie. I'm ſure I canna change, ye need na fear, 
Tho? we're but young, I've loo'd you mony a year ; 
1 mind it well, when thou cou'dſt hardly gang, 
Or liſp out words, I chus'd ye frae the thrang 

Of a' the bairns, and led thee by the hand 

Aft to the Tanſy-know or Raſhy- ſtrand, 

Thou ſmiling by my fide, — I took delyte 

To pou the raſhes green, wi' roots ſae white, 

Of which, as well as my young fancy cou'd, 

For thee I plet the flow'ry belt and ſnood. 

Peggy. When firſt thou gade wi' ſhepherds to the hill, 
And I to milk the ewes firſt try'd my ſkill, 

To bear a leglen was nae toil to me, 
When at the bught at e'en I met with thee. 

Patie. When corns grew yellow, and the heather- bells 
Bloom'd bonny on the moor and riſing fells, 

Nae birns, or briers, or whins e'er troubled me, 
Gif I cou'd find blae berries ripe for thee, 

Peggy. When thou didſt wreſtle, run, or put the ſtane, 
And wan the day, my heart was flight'ring fain; 

At all theſe ſports thou {till gave joy to me ; 
For nane can wreſtle, run, or put with thee. 

Patie, Jenny ſings ſaft the broom of Cowmdentnows, 

And Roſie lilts the milking of the eres; 
There's nane like Nanſy Jeuny Nettles ſings, 
At turns in Maggy) Lauder Marion dings: 
But when my Peggy ſings with ſweeter ſkill, 
The boatman, or the laſs; of Palie's mill, 
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And roos'd by them we love, blaws up that fire 
But wha lo'es belt, let time and carriage try; 
Be conſtant, and my love ſhall time defy : 
Be (till as now, and a' my cares ſhall be 

How to contrive what pleaſant is for thee. 


The feregoing, with a ſmall variation, was 
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It is a thouſand times mair ſweet to me; 
Tho' they ſing well, they canna ſing like thee. 1. 


Peggy. How eith can laſſes trow what they deſire ? 


acting, as follows, 


SANG x. Tune, The yellow-hair'd laddie. 


P'2v@ Fs 5 856 
pen fr my dear laddie gade ta the green hill, 
And I at ewe-milking firſt fey'd my young ſkill, 

To bear the milk-bow9ie nac pain was to me, 
en IJ at the bugliing feregather'd with thee. 
: Patls. CO 
When corn-rigs wav'd yellow, and blue, heather-bell; 
Bloom'd bonny en mocrland and feeet-rifing fells, 


 Nae birns, briers, or brekens gae trouble to me, 


If I fand the berries right rjpen'd for thee, 


PRBO Gx. 
When thou ran, or wreſtled, or putted the ſtaue, 
And came aff the victor, my heart was «y {ain ; 
Thy ilka [port manly gae pleaſure to me ; 
For naue can put, wreſtle, er run fwift as the?, 


PATEL 
Our Penny /ings fafily the Cowden broom-knows, 
And Refie lilts faveetly the milking the ewes, 
There's f2w Jenny Nettles lite Nancy can ſing. 
At throw the wood ladie Beſf gart our lugs ring: 
But when my dear Peggy fings with better ſkill, 
'The boatman, Tweedſide, or the laſs of the mill, 
"Tis many times fweeter and pleaſing to me: 
Fer ile“ they fing nicely, they cannst like thee, 


PEGGY, 


ſung at 1b: 
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Peccr. 
How eafy can 22 trow what they deſrre * 
And praiſes ſae kindly increaſes love's 7 5 re: 
Give me flill this pleaſure, my ftudy ſpall be 
To make myſelf” better and ſweeter for thee. 


Patie, Wert thou a giglit gawky like the lave, 
That little better than our nowt behave, 
At nought they'll ferly, —ſenſclefs tales believe, 
Be blyth for Gly heghts, for trifles grieve; 

Sic ne'er could win my heart, that kenna how 


W Either to keep a prize, or yet prove true. 


But thou, in better ſenſe, without a flaw, 
As in thy b-· auty, far excels them a'; 
Continue kind, and a' my care ſhall be 
How to contrive what pleaſing is for thee, 

Peggy. Agreed ;-—but harken, yon's auld aunty” s cry; 
I ken they'll wonder what can make us ſtay, 

Patie. And,let them ferly.— Now, a kindly kils, | 
Or five ſcore good ances wad na be amiſs; wid 
And ſyne we'll fing the ſang with tune fu' glee, ; 
That 1 made up laſt owk on you and me. 

Pegg y. Sing firſt, ſyne claim your hyre.—— 

Patie, - * I agree, 


SANG XI, Toits own tune, : 


7 PaTi1E | ug,. 
B 1 the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth, 


And rowing eyes, that. ſmiling tell tbe und. 
1 gueſs, m laſſe, that as.avell as Il. 
You're made forelæ ue, und why ſhould ye 4 2 


p EGG [n n | 


But ken ye,” lad, rin we'tonſe/r ver fon 

Ye think us cheap, and ſpne the xocing's done. 

. The maiden that o er quickly tires ber Pawer,.. 
Like l V. uit, will taſte but hard and ſowr, þ, 


PAT E. [Ang. ] | 
But gin they bing ver lang upon the tree, 


"> Their feveetneſs they may tine, and ſae may ye. 


0-4 Pg. 
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Red checked ye compleatly ripe appear, 
And ] have the'd and mood a lang halftyear. 


PEGGY [ſinging, falls into Patie's arms.“ 
Then dinna pou me, gently thus I fa 
Into my Patie's arms for good and a 
But flint your wiſhes to this kind embrace, 
And mint nae farther till we've got the grace. 


PAT1E, [with his left hand about her waiſt.] 
O charming armfu'! hence ye cares away, 
£11 kiſs my treaſure all the live lang day ; 
All night I'll dream my kiſſes o'er again, * 
Till that day' came that y * 'll be a' my ain. 


Song by both. 
Sa, un, gallop down the weſtlin ties, 
Gang ſoon to bed, and quickly riſe ; 
O laſſ your ſteeds, paſt time away, 
And haſte about our bridal-day ; 
And if you're wearied, honeſt light, 
Sleep, gin Je like, a week that night. 


40 mn er t. 


PROL OGUE. 


Now turn your eyes beyond yon ſpreading lime, 

And tent a man whaſe beard feems bleach'd with time: 
An elwand fills his hand, his habit mean, 

Nae doubt yell think he has a pedlar been: 

But whiſht, it ts the knight in maſquerade, 

That comer, hid in this cloud, to ce his lad: 
Obſerve how plear'd the loyal ſuff 'rer moves 

Throw his auld av'nues, anes delightfu' grower. 


Sir WII II 42M las. 
HE gentleman, thus hid in low diſguiſe, | 
1'll for a ſpace, unknown, delight mine cr | 
With a full view of ev'ry fertile plain, 


Which once 1 loſt, — which now are ming agein Fob 
| | | .Yet 
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Yet *midit my joys ſome proſpects pain renew, 
Whilſt 1 my once fair ſeat in ruins view. 

Yonder, ah me! it deſolately ſtands * 

Without a roof, the gates fall'n from their bands, 
The caſements all broke down, no chiraney left, 
The naked walls of tap'ſtry all bereft ! 

My (tables and pavilions broken walls, 

That with each rainy blaft decaying falls! 

My gardens once adorn'd, the molt complete 
With all that nature, all that art makes ſweet, 
Where round the figur'd green and pebble walks, 
The dewy flow'rs hung nodding on their ſtalks ; 
But overgrown with nettles, docks, and brier, 
No jaccacinths or eglantines appeat 

How do thoſe ample walls to ruin yield, 

Where peach and neQ'rine branches found a bield, 
And baſk'd in rays, which early. did produce 
Fruit fair to view, delightful in the uſe ! 

All round in gaps, the moſt in rubbiſh lie, _ 

And from what ſtands the wither'd branches fly ! 

Theſe ſoon ſhall be repair'd ; —and now my joy 


OE. 
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Forbids all grief, —when I'm to ſee my boy, » 
My only prop, and object of my care, > 
Since heav'n too ſoon call'd home his mother fair. 


Him, ere the rays of reaſon clear'd his thought, 

I ſecretly to faithful Symon brought, 

And charg'd him ſtrictly to conceal his birth, | 
Tiſl we ſhould ſee what changing times brought forth. 
Hid from himſelf, he tarts up by the dawn, 

And ranges careleſs o'er the height and lawn, 

After his fleecy. charge, ſerenely gay, 

With other ſhepherds whiflling o'er the day. 

Thrice happy life, that's from ambition free; 
Remov'd from crowns and courts, how chearfully 

A quiet contented mortal ſpends his time, 

In hearty health, his ſoul unſtain'd with crime! 


1 


et 


C3 | Or 
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Or ſang as follows, SANG XII. Happy clown, 


Hid from himſelf, now by the dawn, 

He ftarts as freſh as reſes blawn, 

Aud ranges oer the heights and lawn, 
After his bleeting flocks ; 

Healthful, and innocently gay, 

He chants and whiſtles out the day, 

Untaught to ſmile, and then betray, 
Like courtly weathercocks. 


Life happy, from ambition free, 
Envy, and vile hypocrijie ; 
IV here iruth and love with joy agree, 
Unſully'd with a crime; 
Unmov'd with what diſturbs the great, 
In propping e their pride and ſlate, 
He lives, and unafraid of fate, 
C ontented ſpends his time. 


Now tow'rds good Symon's houſe I'll bend my way, 
And ſee what makes yon gamboling to-day ; 
All on the green, in a fair wanton ring, 
: My yoathful tenants gayly' dance and fing. 
FM Sir william. 


PROLOGUE. 
"Tis Symon's houſe, pleaſe to flep in, 
And viffy't reund and round, 
There's nought ſuperfſuous to give pain, 
Or coſtly to be found. 
. Yet all is clean: A clear peat-ingle 
Glances amidſt the floor; 
The 8 ſpoons, beech-luggies mingle 
| On /kelf5 foregainſt the door. 
While the young brood ſport on the green, 
The auld anes think it beſt, 


With the brown cow to clear their een, 


30 Snuf, crack, and take their reſt. 
SYMON, 


* 


— 


Sc. 2. A PASTORAL CoMeDpy. 41 


SYMON, Gtavo, and ELs rA. 

E anes were young ourſells, — I like to fee 
The bairns bob round with other mettilie. 

Troth, Symon, Patie's grown a ſtrapan lad, 

And better looks than his I never bad : 

Amang our lads he bears the gree awa', 

And tells his tale the clevereſt of them a'. 

Elſpa. Poor man! he's a great comfort to us baith, 
God make him good, and hide him ay frae ſkaith, : 
He is a bairn, I'll ſay't, well worth our care, 

That gae us ne'er vexation late or air. 
Glaud. I trow, goodwife, if I be not miſtane; 5 


Claud. 


He ſeems to be with Peggy's beauty tane, 
And troth my niece is a right dainty wean, 
As ye weel ken; a bonnyer need na be, 
Nor better. be t ſhe were nae kin 10 me. 

Symon, Ha, Glaud ! I doubt that ne er will be a match, 
My Patie's wild, and will be ill to catch; 
And or he were, for reaſons I'll no tell, 

I'd rather be mix'd with the mools myſell. 
Cluud. What reaſon can ye have? there's nane, I'm 


Unleſs ye may. caſt up that ſhe's but poor: Cſure, 


But gif the Jaſhe marry to my mind, 
I'll be to her as my ain Jenny kind: 
Fourſcore of breeding ewes, of my ain birn, 
Fife ky that at ae milking fills a kirn, 
I'll gie to Peggy that day ſhe's a bride ; 
By and attour, gif my good Juck abide, * 
Ten lambs at ſpaining-time, as lang's I live, Ro 
And twa quey cawfs, I'll yearly to them give. Y 
Elſþa. Ye offer fair, kind Glaud, but dinna ſpeir 
What may be is not fit ye yet ſhould hear. 
Symon. Or this day eight-days likely he ſhall learn, 
That our dental does na flight his bairn, 
Claud. Weel, nae mair o't; come gie's the other 
We'll drink their bealths, whatever way it end. . 
Yo ( Their bealt hs, gae round. _— 


* 


Smou. But will ye tel me, Claud, — 1 (ht . 
Tour niece is but a foundling, that was 10 | 
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Down at your hallon-ſide ae morn in May, 


Right clean row'd up, and bedded on dry hay. 


Claud. That clatteran Madge, my titty, tells fic flaws, 
hene er our Meg her canker'd humour gaws. | 


Enter JENNY. 
Jenny. O father, there's an auld man on the green, 


The felleſt fortune-teller e'er was ſeen : 


He tents our loofs, and ſyne whops out a book, 
Turns o'er the leaves, and gies our brows a look; 
Syne tells the oddeſt tales that e er ye heard, 
His head is gray, and lang and grey his beard. 

Symon. Gae bring him in; we'll hear what he can ſay: 
Nane ſhall gang hungry by my bouſe to-day, 

[Exit Fenny. 

But, for his telling fortunes, troth, I fear, 
He keos nae mair of that than my gray mare. 

Claud. Spaemen ! the truth of a' their ſaws I doubt, 
For greater liars never ran thereout. 


[ Returns Jenny, bringing in Sir William ; with 
them Patie. T 


_—_ You're welcome, honeſt carle, — here tak a | 
eat, | 
Sir Wil. 1 give you thanks, 1 I'ſe no be blate. 
Vaud [drin.] Come tye, friend; —-How far came | 
ye the day? | 
Sir Wil. 1 pledge ye, aibour, e'en but little way. 
Roulted with eild, a wie piece gate ſeems lang, 
Twa miles or three's the maiſt that I dow gang. 
Symori, Ye're welcome here 10 ſtay all night with me, 
And tak fic bed and board as we can gi'ye. 
Sir Wil. That's kind unſought; ;— Well, gin ye have 
a bairn, 


That ye like well, and wad h& fortune learn, 


! ſhall employ the fartheſt of my ſkill, 
To ſpae it faithfully, be't good or ill. 
Symon. [Pointing to Patic] Only that lad, alake ! I 
hae na mae, . I 
Either to make me joyful bow nor wae, 


. 

* " 
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Sir Wil. Young man, let's ſee your hand. — What 
gars ye ſneer ? 

Patie. Becauſe your {kill's but little worth, I fear. 

Sir Wil. Ye cut before the point; — but, billy, bide, 
I'll wadger there's a-mouſe-mark on your fide, 

Elſa. Betooch-us-to ! — and well a wat that's true; 
Awa', awa'! the deel's o'er grit wi' you. 
Four ook aneath his oxter 1s the mark, 
Scarce ever ſeen ſince he ficlt wore a ſark, 

Sir Mill. I'll tell ye mair, if this young lad be ſpair'd 
But a ſhort while, he'll be a bra' rich land. 

Elſpa. A lard! — Hear ye, goodman ! — What think 


ye now ? 
Symon, I dinna ken! Strange auld man, what art thou? 
Fair fa' your heart, 'tis good to bode of wealth; . 


Come turn the timber to laird Patie's health, _ 
[Patie's bealth gaes round. 
Patie. A laird of twa good whiſtles and a kent, 
Twa curs my truſty tenants on the bent, 
Is a' my great eſtate —and like to be; 
Sae, cunning carle, ne'er break your jokes on me. 
Symon, Whiſht, Patie ; ; let the man look o'er your 
hand; 
Aft times as broken a thip has come to land. f 
[Sir William looks a 22 at Patie's hand, then coun- 
terfeits falling into a trance, while they endeavour 
to lay him right.) J 
Elſpa.. Preſerve” s! — the man's a warlock, or poſſeſs'd 
With ſome nae good —— or TT ig at leaſt. | 
Where is he ROWS ok 
Glaud. He's ſeeing a that's done, 
In ilka place, A or 'yont the moon. 
\ Elſþa. Theſe ſecond - ſighted fowks, his peace be here! 


See things far aff, and things to come, as clear 


As I can ſee my thumb, — Wow can he tell. 

(Speer at him ſoon as he comes to himſell), 

How ſoon we'll ſee Sir William? Whiſht, be heaves, 

And ſpeaks out broken words, like ane that raves. 
Symori. He'll ſoon grow better — Elſpa, haſte ye, gae 


And fill him up a taſs of uſquebay. 
| | Sir 


5 — — Mse. a 
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Sit WiLLTAn ſtarts up, and fpenks, 


« A knight that for a lion fought 
« Apainſt a herd of bears, 
1 Was to lang toil and trouble brought, 
« In which ſome thouſands ſhares : 
r Bur now again the lion rares, 
ce And joy ſpreads o'er the plain, 
„ The lion has defeat the bears, 
The knight returns again. 
e That knight, in a few days, ſhall bring 
6 A ſhepherd frae the fauld, 
And ſhall preſent him to his king, 
| “ A ſubject true and bauld, 
He My Patrick ſhall be eall' d! 
All ye that hear me now, 
« May well believe what 1 have tald, 
by For! it ſhall happen true. 


"RY Friend, may your ſpacing hapyen ſoon and 
| weel: 
ut, faith, Pm 1801 you've, bargain'd with the de'il, 
o tell ſome tales that fowks wad ſecret keep; 
Or do you pet them tald you in your. ''- + ; 
Sir Wal. Howe er I get them, never faſh your beard, 
Nor come I to read fortunes for reward: 
But 1'II lay ten to ane wi” ony here, 
That all I propheſy ſhall ſoon appear. 
mon. Lou propheſying fowks are odd kind men: 
They're here that ken, and here that. diſna ken, 
The wimpled meaning of your _—. 
Whilk ſoon will make a-ndife o'er moor and . 
. Glaud, Tis nae ſma' ſport to ſee how Sym believes, 
And taks for goſpel what the ſpacman gives, — 
Of flawing fortunes,  whilk he evens to Pate: = 
But what we wiſh, we trow at ony rate. 
Sir fy. Whiſht, doubrfu? carle ; for cer the fan 
Has driven twice down to the fea, _ _ 
„What 1 have ſaid, ye ſhall Tee done | 
| 4+ part, or Dae mair credit me. 


Las 
Claud. 


nd 


ä 


Sc. 3. A PASTORAL C682 oy;!” 25 


But I've twa ſonſy laſſes young and fair, 


Claud. Well beit fae, friend, I ſhall.ſay naithing mair; 


Plump-ripe for men: L wiſſi you could foreſee 
Sic fartunes for them might bring jag to me. 
Sir Mil. Nae mair thro' ſectets en l ſiſt, 
Till darkneſs black the bent. 
I have but anes a day that gift; 
Sae reſt a while content. 
Symon.” Elſpa, enſt on the claith, fetch but ſome meat, 
And of your beſt gar this auld ſtranger eat. 
Sir Mil. Delay a while your hoſpitable care, 
I'd rather enjoy this ev'ning, calm and fair, 
Around yon ruin'd tow'r to fetch a walk, 
With you, kind friend, to have ſome private talk. 
S mon. Soon as you pleaſe, I'll anſwer your deſire; — 
And, Glaud, you'll tak your pipe beſide the ſire; 
We'll bur gae round the place, and ſoon be back, 
Syne ſup together, and tak our pint and crack. 
Claud. I'll out a ſpace, and fee the young anes play, 
My heart's ſtill light, albeit my locks be gray. 


lLEeunt. 


SCENE II. 
| PROLOGUE, 
Jour pretends an errand hame, "IT if 

Young. Roger draps the reſt, | 1 et 13 

To whiſper. out his melting fame. ion» 72 
And thaw his lafſie's breaſt. 1 
Behind a buſh, well hid fac f. Hr 951 they: meet, | | 
See, 8. 4 laughing, Roger”s like to greet. 0 3 
Poor NR 578 _ 


Nb N and ENV. 


Roger. TN Elan Jenny, 1 wad | ſpeak rye, wad ye es, 
8 D And yet I ergh, ye're ay ſae ſcornfu' ſer. 
Jeuny. And what wad Roger, ſay, if he cou'd ſpeak ? 4 

Am I oblig'd to gueſs what ye're to ſeek! 3 


| Nager. 
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. Roger. Yes, ye- — gueſs right eith for what I green, 
Baith by my ſervice, ſighs, and langing een; 
And I maun out wi't, tho? I riſk your ſcorn, 
Ye're never frae g thoughts baith een and morn. 
Ah! could I loe Ju lefs, I'd happy be, 
But happier far, cou'd ye but fancy me. 
Jenny. And wha kens, honeſt lad, but that I may? 
Ye canna ſay that e'er I ſaid you nay. 
Neger. Alake ! my frighted heart begins to fail, 
Whene'er I mint to tell ye out my tale, 
For fear ſome tighter lad, mair rich than J, 
Has won your love, and near your heart may ly. 
FZenny, I loe my father, couſin Meg I love, 
But, to this day, nae man my heart could move: 
Except my kin, ilk lad's alike to me, | 
And frae ye a' I belt had keep me free. 
Roger. How lang, dear Jenny — fay'na that again; 
What pleaſure can ye tak in giving pain ? 
I'm glad however that ye yet ſtand free; 
Wha kens but ye may rue, and pity me? 
Fienny. Ye have my pity elle, to ſee you ſet 
On that whilk makes our ſweetneſs ſoon forget. 
Wow! but we're bonny, good, and every thing! 
How ſweet we breathe, whene'er we kiſs or ſing! 
But we're nae ſooner fools to give-conſent, 
Than we our daffin and tint power repent: 
When priſon'd in four wa's, a wife right tame, 
Altho' the firlt, the greateſt drudge at hame. 
Roger. That only happens, when, for ſake of gear, 
Ane wales a wife as he would buy a mare; 
Or when dull parents bairns together bind 
Of different tempers, that can ne'er prove kind. 
Bat love, true downright love, engages me, 
(Tho? thou ſhould ſcorn), {till to delyte in thee. 
Jenny. What ſugar'd words. frae wooers lips can fa', 
But girning marriage comes and ends them a'. 
I've ſeen with ſhining fair the morning riſe, 
And ſoon the ſleety clouds mirk a' the ſkies : 
I've ſeen the ſilver ſpring a while rin clear, 
And ſoon in moſſy puddles diſappear: 
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The bridegroom may rejoice, the bride may ſmile ; 
But ſoon contentions a' their joys beguile, 

Roger. I've ſeen the morning riſe with faireſt light, 
The day unclouded fink in calmeſt night; 

I've ſeen the ſpring rin wimpling thro? the plain, 
Increaſe and join the ocean, without (tain : 

The bridegroom may be blyth, the bride may ſmile, 
Rejoice thro? life, and a? your fears beguile, 

Jenny. Were | but ſure you lang wou'd love maintain, 

The feweſt words my eaſy heart cou'd gain: 
For I maun own, ſince now at laſt you're free, 
Alcho' I jok'd, I lov'd your company; 

And ever had a warmneſs in my breaſt, 
That made you dearer to me than the reſt. 

Roger. I'm happy now! o'er happy! had my head! — 
This guſh of pleaſure's like to be my dead. | 
Come to my arms! or ſtrike me! I'm all fir'd 
With wond'ring love ! let's kiſs till we be tir'd. 

Kiſs, kiſs! we'll kiſs the ſun and ſtarns away, 
And ferly at the quick return of day! 

O Jenny! let my arms about thee twine, 

And briſs thy bonny breaſts and lips to mine. 


Which may be ſung as follows. 


SANG XIII. Tune, Leith-wynd. 


JENNY. 
Mere IJ afſur'd you'll conſtant prove, 
Tou ſheuld nae mair complain, 

The eaſy maid, beſet with love, 
Few words will quickly gain: 

For I muſt own, now ſince you're free, 
This too fond heart of mine 

Has lang, a black-fole true to thee, 
WijhW to be pair'd with thine.” 


; ROGER, 
Pm happy now, ab ! let my head 
Upon thy breaſt recline ; 
The pleaſure ſirikes me near-hand dead; 
fs Jenny then ſae kind ! 
D 017 
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O let me briſi thee to my heart; 
And round my arms entwine- 
Deligbifu theught ! we'll never rd : 
Come, preſs thy mouth to mine. 


Jenny With equal joy my ſafter heart gi'es way, 
To own thy well-try'd love has won the- day. 
Now, by theſe warmeſt kiſſes thou haſt tane, 
Swear thus to love me, when by vows made ane. 

Roger. I ſwear by fifty thouſand yet to come, 
Or may the firſt ane ſtrike me deaf and dumb; 
There ſhall not be a kindlier dawted wife, 

Gif you agree with me to lead your life. 

Jenny. Well, I agree — neilt to my parent gae, 

Get his conſent, —— he'll hardly ſay ye nay. 
Ye have what will commend you to him weel, 
Auld fowks like them that wants na milk and meal. 


SANG XIV. Tune, O'er Bogie. 


Vell, I agree, ye're ſure of me; 
Next to my father gae : 
| Mak him content to give conſent, 
He'll hardly ſay you nay : 
For you have what he wad be at, 
And will commend you aweel ; 
Since parents auld think love grows cauld, 
When bairns want milk and meal. 
Shou'd he deny, I care na by, 
He d contradict in vain: . 
The a' my kin had ſaid and ſworn, 
But thee I will have nane. 
Then never range, no: learn to change, 
Like theſe in high degree : 
And gif ye prove faithful i in luce, 
You'll find nae faut in me. 


Roger. My faulds contain twice fifteen forrow nowt, 
As mony newcal in my byars rowt ; 

Five packs of woo I can at Lammas ſell, 

Shorn frae my bob-tail'd bleeters on the fell, p 
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Good twenty pair of blankets for our bed, 
With meikle care, my thrifty mither made. 
Ik thing that makes a heartſome houſe, and tight, 
Was ſtill her care, my father's great delight. 
They leit me all; which now gives joy to me, 
Becauſe I can give a', my dear, to thee : 
And had I fifty times as meikle mair, 
Nane but my Jenny ſhould the ſamen ſkair. 
My love and all is yours; now had them faſt, 
And guide them as ye like, to gar them laſt, 
Jeuny. I'll do my beſt — but fee wha comes this way, 
Patie and Meg: — belides, I mauna (tay. 
Let's ſteal frae ither now, and meet the morn, 
Gif we be ſeen, we'll dree a deal of ſcorn, 
Roger. To where the ſaugh- tree ſhades the mennin- 
pool, 5 
I'll frae the hill come down, when day grows cool. 
Keep tryſt, and meet me there; there let us meet, 
To kiſs, and tell our love — there's nought ſac ſweet. 
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SCENE IV, 


PROLOGUE; 


This ſcene preſents the Knight and Sym; 
Within the gallery of the place, 
Where all looks ruinous and grim ; 
Nor has the baron ſhown his face, 
But, Jeling with his ſhepherd leel, 
- Aft ſpeers the gate he kens ſu" weel. 
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Sir WILLIAM and SYMON. 
Sir Mil. O whom belongs this houſe ſo much de- 0 
cay'd? | 
Symon, To ane that loſt it, lending gen'rous aid, 
To bear the head up, when rebellious tail 
Againſt the laws of nature did prevail, 
Sir William Worthy i is our maſter's name, 
Wha fills us a' with joy, now he's come hame. 
ER” * Da [Sir 
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[Sir William draps his maſked beard, 
Symon, tlranſperted, ſees | 

The welcome knight with fond regard, 
Aud graſp him round the knees.) 


My maſter! my dear maſter ! — do I breathe ! 
To ſec him healthy, ſtrong, and free frae ſkaith ! 
Return'd to cheer his withing tenant's fight, 

To bleſs his ſon, my charge, the world's delight! 

Sir Wil. Riſe, faithful Symon ; in my arms enjoy 
A place, thy due, kind guardian of my boy : 
came to view thy care in this diſguiſe, 

And am confirm'd thy conduct has been wiſe ; 

Since ſtill the ſecret thou'ſt ſecurely ſeal'd, 

And nefer to him his real birth reveal'd. 

Symon. The due obedience to your ſtrict command 

Was the firſt lock; — neiſt, my ain judgment ſand 

Out reaſons plenty, — fince, without eſtate, 

A youth, tho” ſprung frae kings, looks baugh and blate. 
Sir lil. And aften vain and idly ſpend their time, 
Till grown unfit for action, paſt their prime, 

Hang on their friends, — which gi'es their ſauls a caſt, 
That turns them downright beggars at the laſt. 

Simon. Now weel J wat, Sir, ye have ſpoken true; 

For there's Laird Kyrie's ſon, that's lo'ed by few; 

His father fleght his fortune in his wame, 

Ard left his heir nought but a gentle name : 

He gangs about ſornan frae place to place, 

As ſcrimp of manners, as of ſenſe and grace, 

Oppreſſing all as puniſhment of their fin, 

That are within his tenth degree of kin: 
Rins in ilk trader's debt, wha's ſae unjuſt 

To his ain fam'ly as to give him truſt. 

Sir Wil. Such uſeleſs branches of a commonwealth 
Should be lopt off, to give a ſtate mair health, | 
Unworthy bare reflection! Symon, run 
O'er all your obſervations on my ſon : | 
A parent's fondneſs eas ly finds excuſe ; 
But do not with indulgence truth abuſe. 

$319, To ſpeak his praiſe, the langeſt ſimmer- ay ; 
Wad be ce'r ſhort, -—cou'd I them right diſplax. 
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In word and deed he can ſae weel behave, 

That out of ſight he rins before the lave: 
And when there's e'er a quarrel or conteſt, 
Patrick's made judge, to tell wha's cauſe is beſt ; 
And his decree ſtands good; —he'll gar it ſtand; 
Wha dares to grumble finds his correcting hand, 
With a firm look and a commanding way, 
He gars the proudeſt of our herds obey. 

Sir il. Your tale much pleaſes; — my good friend, 
What learning has he? Can he write and read? [proceed: 

Symon. Baith wonder well; for, troth, I did na ſpare 
To gie him at the ſchool enough of lair: : 

And he delytes in books : — he reads, and ſpeaks 
With fowks that ken them, Latm words and Greeks. 

Sir Ii]. Where gets he books to read? and of what 
Tho' ſome give light, ſome blindly lead the blind. [kind ? 

Symon. Whene'er he drives our ſheep to Edinburgh 
He buys ſome books of hiſt'ry, ſangs, or ſport; [port, 
Nor does he want of them a rowth at will, 

And carries ay a pouchfu' to the hill. 

About an Shakeſpear and a famous Ben, 

He aften fpeaks, and ca's them beſt of men. 

How ſweetly Hawthrenden and Stirling ing, 

And ane ca'd Cowley, loyal to his king, { 
He kens fou well, and gars their verſes ring. 

I ſometimes thought he made o'er great a fraſe, 

About fine poems, hiſtories, and plays, 

When I reprov'd him anes, —a book he brings, 

With this, quoth he, on braes I crack with kings. 

Sir Wil. He anſwer'd well; and much ye glad mine 
When ſuch accounts I of my ſhepherd hear: Lear, 
Reading ſuch books can raiſe a peaſant's mind 
Above a lord's, that is not thus inclin'd. 

Symon, What ken we better, that ſae ſindle look, 
Except on rainy Sundays, on a book; 

When we a leaf or twa half read, half ſpell, 
Till a' the reſt ſleep round as well's ourſell ? 

Sir Hil. Well jeſted, Symon; but one queſtion more 
I'll only aſk ye now, and then give o'er. | 
The youth's arriv'd the age when little loves ; 
Flighter around young hearts, like cooing doves: 
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Has nae young laſſie, with inviting mien, 
And roſy cheek, the wonder of the green, 
Engag'd his look, or caught his youthful heart? 

Symon, I fear d the warſt, but ken'd the ſmalleſt part, 
Till late I ſaw him twa three times mair ſweet 
With Glaud's fair niece than I thought right or meet; 
I had my fears ; but now have nought to fear, 

Since like yourſell your ſon will ſoon appear; 
A gentleman enrich'd with all thoſe charms, 
May bleſs the faireſt, beſt born lady's arms. 

Sir Mil. This night muſt end his unambitious bre, 
When higher views ſhall greater thoughts inſpire. | 
Go, Symon, bring him quickly here to me; 

None but yourfelf ſhall our firſt meeting ſee. 
Yonder's my horſe and ſervants nigh at hand, 
They come juſt at the time I gave command: 
Straight in my own apparel I'll go dreis; 
Now ye the ſecret may to all confeſs, 

Symon. With how much joy I on this errand flee, 
There's nane can know that is not downright me. 

| LExit Symon, 
Sir WILLIAM ſelus. 

When th' event of hopes ſucceſsfully appears, 
One happy hour cancels the toil of years, | 

A thouſand toils are loſt in Lethe's ſtream, 
* cares evaniſh like a morning- dream: 
When wiſh'd-for pleaſures riſe like morning- light, 
The pain that's paſt enhances the delight. 
Theſe joys I feel, that words can ill expreſs, 


I ne'er had known without my late diſtreſs, 


J muſt in haſte my Patrick ſoon remove 
To courts and camps that may his foul improve. 
Like the rough diamond, as it leaves the mine, 
Only in little breakings ſhe ws its light, 
Till artful poliſhing has made it ſhine ; | 
Thus education makes the genius bright. 


But from his ruſtic buſineſs and love, 
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s ANG XV. Tune, Wat ye wha I met yeſtreen. 


Now from rufticity and love, 
rt, Whoſe flames but over lowly burn, 
My gentle ſhepherd muſt be drove, 
His ſoul muſt take another turn : 


As the rough diamond from the mine, 
In breakings only ſhews its light, 


Till poliſhing bas made it ſhine : 
Thus learning makes the genius bright, 


46 1 N. SCENE: TI 


PROLOGUE. 
The ſcene deſcrib'd in former page, 
Glaud's onſet. Enter Mauſe and Madge. 


Mauſe. UR Laird's come hame ! and owns young 
Pate his heir, 
0. That's news indeed ! — 
Madge. As true as ye ſtand there, 
As they were dancing all in Symon's yard, 
Sir William, hke a warlock, with a beard 
Five nives in length, and white as driven ſnaw, 
Amang us came, cry'd, Had ye merry a. 
We ferly'd meikle at his*unco? look, 
While frae his pouch he whirled forth a book ; 
As we ſtood round about him on the green, 
He view'd us a', but fix'd on Pate his een, 
Then .pawkily pretended he cou'd ſpae, 


Yet for his ſkill and pains wad naething hae. 
Mauje. Then ſure the laſſes, and ilk gaping coof, 
Wad rin about him, and had out their loof. mY 
Madge. As faſt as flaes ſkip to the tate of woo', 
Whilk flee tod-laurie hads without his mow, ; 
When he to drown them, and his hips to cool, 
In ſimmer-days ſlides backward in a pool. 
In ſhort, he did for Pate bra' things foretell, 
Without the help of conjuring or ſpell : 
: | At 
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At laſt, when well diverted, he withdrew, 

Pou'd aff his beard to Symon, Sy mon knew 

His welcome maſter, — round his knees he gat, 

Hang at his coat, and ſyne for blythneſs grat. 

Patrick was ſent for, — happy lad is he ! 

Symon tald Elſpa, Elſpa tald it me. 

Ye'll hear out a' the ſecret (tory ſoon, 

And troth 'tis e'en right odd, when a' is done, 

To think how Symon ne'er afore wad tell, 

Na, no fae meikle as to Pate himſell. 

Our Meg, poor thing, alake! has loſt her jo. 
Mauſe. It may be fae, wha kens? and may be no. 

To lift a love that's rooted, is great pain ; 

Ev'n kings hae tane a queen out of the plain, 

And what has been before may be again. | 
Madge. Sic nonſenſe love tak root bot tocher good 

Tween a herd's bairn and an of gentle blood: 

Sic faſhions in King Bruce's days might be ; 

But ficcan ferlies now we never ſee. 
Mauſe. Gif Pate forſakes her, Bauldy ſhe may gain; 

Yonder he comes, and wow but he looks fain ! 

Nae doubt. he thinks that Peggy's now his ain, 
Mage. He get her! ſlaverin doof! it ſets him weel, 

To yoke a pleugh where Patrick thought to till! 

Gif I were Meg, I'd let young Maſter fee —— 
Mauſe. Ye'd be as dorty in your choice as he; 

And ſo wad I : but whiſht! here Bauldy comes. 


Enter BavLpy finging.} 
Focky ſaid to Fenny, Fenny wilt thou do't: 
* MNeer a fit, guo Jenny, for my tocher-good, 
For my tocher-good I winna marry thee : 
E'en's ye like, qguo' Jociy, ye may let it be. 


Madee. Weel liltit, Bauldy, that's a dainty ſang. 
Bauldy. VI gie yet a', tis better than *tis lang. 


ITddings again.] 

T ha'e god and gear, I ha'e land enough, 

1 ha'e ſeven good owſen ganging in a pleugh, 

Ganging in a pleugh, and linkan der the lee, 

And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be. 
Lig, 
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T ha'e a good ha houſe, a barn and a Har, 

A peal-ſtack fore the door, we'll mak a rantin 2 fire ; 
Il mak a rantin fire, and merry ſall we be; 

And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be. 


Ferny ſaid to Focky, Gin ye winna tell, 
Ye ſall be the lad, PI be the laſs myſell : 
Ye're a bonny lad, and Pm a laſſie free; 
Ye're welcomer to tak me, than to let me be. 


I trow ſae, — laſſes will come to at laſt, 
Tho' for a while they maun their ſnaw- baws caſt, 
Mauſe, Well, Bauldy, how gaes a? 
Bauldy. Faith unco right; 
I hope we'll a' ſleep ſound but ane this night. 
Madge. And wha's th* unlucky ane? if we may aſk, 
Baulay. To find out that, is nae difficult taſk, 
Poor bonny Peggy, wha maun think nae mair 
On Pate, turn'd Patrick, and Sir William's heir. 
Now, now, good Madge, and honeſt Mauſe, ſtand be, 
While Meg's in dumps, put in a word for me; 
IM be as kind as ever Pate could prove, 
Leſs wilful, and ay conſtant in my love. 
Madge. As Neps can witneſs, and the buſhy thorn, 
Where mony a time your heart to het was ſworn, 
Fy, Bauldy, bluſh i and vows of love regard ; 
What other laſs will trow a manſworn herd? 
The curſe of heav'n hings ay aboon their heads, 
That's ever guilty of fic ſintu' deeds, | 
I'll ne'er adviſe my niece fae gray a gate; 


Nor will ſhe be advis'd, fou weel I wate. 


Bauldy. Sae gray a gate! manſworn! and a' the reſt; 
Ye leed, auld roudes, — and, in faith, had beſt | 
Eat in your words, elſe I ſhall gar you ſtand 
With-a het face afore the haly band. | 

Madge. Ye'll gar me ſtand ! ye ſhevelling - gabit dreck 
Speak that again, and trembling dread my rock, 

And ten ſharp nails, that when my hands are in, 
Can flyp the ſkin o'ye'r. cheeks ont o'er your chin, 

Bauldy, I tak ye witneſs, Mauſe, ye heard her ſay, 
That I'm manſworn,— I winna let it gae. 

Madęe · 
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Madge. Ye're witneſs too, he cad me bonny names, 
And ſhould be ſerv'd as his good: breeding claims. 
Ye filthy dog! 


[ Flies to his en like a fury. — A ſtout batile.— 


Mauſe endeavours, to redd them.] 

Mauſe. Let gang your grips! Fy, Madge! howt, Bauldy 
I wad na with this tuilzie had been ſeen, [teen : 
*Tis fac daft like. 

[Bauldy gets out of Madge's clutches with a 
bleeding noſe. ] 

Madge. — Tis dafter like to thole 
An ethercap, like him, to blaw the coal. 

It ſets him wee), with vile unſcrapit tongue, 
To calt up whether I be auld or young; 
They're aulder yet than I have married been, 
And or they died their bairns bairns have ſeen, 

Mauſe. That's true; and, Bauldy, ye was far to blame, 
To ca' Madge ought but her ain chriſten'd name. 

| Bauldy. My lugs, my nofe, and noddle finds the ſame. 

Madge. Auld roudes ! filthy fallow, I fall auld ye. 

Mauſe. Howt no; —ye'll e'en be friends with honeſt 
Bauldy. 
Come, come, ſhake hands, this maunna farder gae: 
Ye maun forgi'e m; I fee the lad looks wae. 

Bauldy. In troth, now, Mauſe, I have at Madge nae 
But ſhe abuſing firſt was a' the wyte [ſpire ; 
Of what has happen'd ; and ſhould therefore crave 
My pardon firſt, and ſhall acquittance have. 


Madge. 1 crave your pardon ! gallows-face, gae greet, 


Ge, or be blaſted in your health and gear, 

Till ye learn to perform as well as ſwear, 

ow, and loup back !-—Was e'er the like heard tell? 
dwith, tak him de' il! he's o'er lang out of hell. 

Wau [running of. } His pr eſence be about us! Curſt 

Wee he, 
That were condemn'd for life to live with thee. | 
[Exit Bauldy. 


on own your fault to her that ye wad cheat. 


23 Laughing. I think I've towzl'd his harrigals 


He I no ſoon grein to * his love to me. a wee; 
| . 1 He's 
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He's but a raſcal that wad mint to ſerve F 
A laſſie ſae he does but ill deſer e. 

Mauſe. Ye town'd him tightly, —I commend ye for't; 
His blooding ſnout ga'e me nae little ſport : : 
For this forenoon he had that ſcant o-, grace, 

And breeding baith, — to tell me to my face, 

He hop'd I was a witch, and wadna ſtand 

To lend him in this caſe my helping hand, 

Madge. A witch! How had ye patience this to 


And leave him een to ſee, or lugs to hear? [ bear, 
Manſe. Auld wither'd hands, and feeble joints like 
Obliges fowk reſentment to decline ; [mine 


Till aft 'tis ſeen, when vigour fails, then we 
With cunning can the lack of pith ſupplie ; 
Thus I pat aff revenge till it was dark, 
Syne bade him come, and we ſhould gang to wark ; 
I'm ſure he'll keep his tryſt ; and I came here 
To ſcek your help, that we the fool may fear, 
Madge. And ſpecial ſport we'll have, as I proteſt ; 
Ye'll be the witch, and 1 ſhall play the gueſt; 
A linen ſheet wond round me, like ane dead, 
I'll cawk my face, and grane, and ſhake my head: 
We'll fleg him ſae, he'll mint nae mair to gang 
A-conjuring, to do a laſhe wrang. 
Mauſe. Then let us go; for ſee, tis hard on night, 
The weſtlin cloud ſhines red with ſetting light. 
| [Exeurt, 


SCENE H. 


PROLOGUE, 


When birds begin to nod upon the bough, 

And the green fwaird grows damp with falling dew, 
While good Sir William is to reſt retir'd, 

The Centle Shepherd, tenderly inſpir d, 

Walks thro" the broom, with Roger ever leel, 

To meet, to comfort Meg, and take farewell. 


PATIE 
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| PaAT1E and ROGER, 
Roger. O WI but I'm cadgie, and my heart lou 
% W light, 8! 7 * 
O, Mr Patrick ! ay your thoughts were right. 

Sure gentle folk ave farer ſeen than we, | 

That naithing ha'e to brag of pedigree. 

My Jenny now, wha brak my heart this morn, 

Is perfect yielding, — ſweet, — and nae mair ſcorn. 

I ſpak my mind, — ſhe heard, — I ſpake again, 

She ſmil'd, — I kiſs'd. — I woo'd, nor woo'd in vain. 


Patie. I'm glad to heart: — But O! my change this | 


day | 

Heaves up my joy, and yet I'm ſometimes wae. 
I've found a father, gently kind as brave, 

And an eſtate that lifts me *boon the lave. 
With looks all kindneſs, words that love confeſt, 

He all the father to my ſoul expreſt, 

While cloſe he held me to his manly breaſt. 

Such were the eyes, he ſaid, thus ſmil'd the mouth 

Of thy lov'd mother, bleſſing of my youth! 

Who ſet too ſoon! — And, while he praiſe beſtow'd, 
Adown his gracefu* cheeks a torrent flow'd. 

My new-born joys, and this his tender tale, 
Did, mingled thus, o'er a* my thoughts prevail ; 

That ſpeechleſs lang my late kend fire I view'd, 
While guſhing tears my panting breaſt bedew'd : 

- Unuſual tranſports made my head turn round, | 
Whilſt I myſelf with riſing raptures found 
The happy ſon of ane ſae much renown'd. 

But he has heard, — too faithful Symon's fear 
Has brought my love for Peggy to his ear, 

Which he forbids. — Ah! this confounds my peace, 
While thus to beat my heart ſhall-ſooner ceaſe. 

Roger. How to adviſe ye, troth, I'm at a ſtand ; 

But, wer't my caſe, ye'd clear it up aff- hand. 

Patie. Duty and haflen reaſon plead his cauſe ; 

But what cares love for reaſon, rules, and laws ? 

Still in my heart my ſhepherdeſs excells, 
And part of my new happineſs repells. 
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Or ſung as fellows, S A NG XVI. Kirk wad let me be. 


ups Duty and part of reaſon 
Plead ſtrong on the parent's fide, 
Which love ſuperior calls treaſon ; 
The ſtrongeſt mu}? be obey'd: 
For now tho) Pm one & the gentry, 
My conſtancy falſehnod repells ; 
For change in my heart has no entry, 


Still there my dear Peggy excells. 


87 Roger. Enjoy them baith — Sir William will be won; 
Your Peggy's bonny — you're his only fon. . 
Patie. She's mine by vows, and ſtronger ties of love, 
And frae theſe bands nae change my miad ſhall move. 
= 1! wed nane elfe, through life Iwill be true; 
But (till obedience is a parent's due. 

Roger. Is not our maſter and yourſell to ſtay 
Amang us here? — Or are ye gawn away 

To London court, or ither far aff parts, 

To leave your ain poor us with bioken hearts ? 

Patie. To Edinburgh ſtraight to-morrow we ad- 
To London neiſt, and afterwards to France, [ vance, 
Where I mult ſtay ſome years, and learn — to dance, 
And twa three other monkey-tricks, — That done, 

I come hame ſtrutting in my red-heel'd ſhoon, 
Then 'tis deſign'd, when I can well behave, 
That I maun be ſome petted thing's dull ſlave, 
For ſome few bags.of caſh, that I wat weel, 

I nae mair need nor carts do a third wheel. 

But Peggy, dearer to me than my breath, 
Sooner than hear fic news ſhall hear my death. 


Roger. -<* Bt have juſt enough, can ſoundly 


& ſleep 
* The o'ercome oy faſhes fowk to keep. 
Good Mr bo atrick, tak your ain tale hame, ? 
Patie, What was my morning-thought, at night's 8 
| the ſame, g 
The poor and rich hut differ in the name. ) 


| Content's the greateſt bliſs we can procure . 
$ Frae boon the lift, Without it kings re poor. 


E Roger. 
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Roger. But an eſtate like yours yields braw content, 
When we but pick it {cantly on the bent: 
Fine claiths, ſaft beds, ſweet houſes, and red wine, 
Good chear, and witty friends, whene'er ye dine ; 
Obeyſant ſervants, honour, wealth, and eaſe ; 
Wha's no content with theſe, are ill to pleaſe, 

Patie. Sae Roger thinks, and thinks not far amiſs ; 
Put mony a cloud hings hov'ring o'er their bliſs : 
The paſſions rule the roaſt ; — and if they're ſour, 
Like the lean ky, they'll ſoon the fat devour, 
The ſpleen, tint honour, and affronted pride, 
Stang like the ſharpeſt goads in gentry's ſide. 
The gouts and gravels, and the ill deſeaſe, 
Are frequenteſt with fowk o'erlaid with eaſe ; 
While, o'er the moor, the ſhepherd, with leſs care, 
' Enjoys his fober wiſh, and halefome air. 

Roger. Lord, man! I wonder ay, and it delights 
My heart, whene'er I hearken to your flights. 
How gat ye a' that ſenſe, T fain wad lear, 
That I may eaſier diſappointments bear. 

Patie. Frae books, the wale of books, I gat ſome ſkill; 
Theſe beſt can teach what's real good and ill. 
Ne'er grudge ilk year to ware ſome ſtanes of cheeſe, 
To gain theſe ſilent friends that ever pleaſe. 

Roger I'll do't, and ye ſhall tell me which to buy: 
Faith, I'ſe hae books, tho” 1 ſhould ſell my ky, 
But now let's hear how you're deſign'd to move 
Between Sir William's will and Peggy's love. 

Patie. Then here it lies, —— his will maun be) 

obey'd ; 

My vows i'll keep, and ſhe ſhall be my bride ; 
But I ſome time this laſt deſign maun hide. 

cep you the ſecret cloſe, and leq me here, 
I fent for Peggy; yonder comes my dear, 

Roger. Pleas'd that ye truſt me with the ſecret, I, 
To wale it frae me, a' the de'ils defy, [Exit Reger. 

Patie (folus) With what a ftruggle muit I now im- 
My father's will to her that bads my heart! [part 
I ken ſhe loves, and her ſaft ſaul will fok, __, 
While it ſtands t:embling on the bated brink 
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of diſappointment. — Heaven ſupport my fair, 
And let her comfort claim your tender care. 
Her eyes are red. 


Enter PEGGY. 

— My Peggy, why in tears? 
Smile as you wont, allow nae room for fears: 
Tho' I'm nae mair a ſhepherd, yet I'm thine, 

Peggy. I dare not think ſae high: 1 now repine 
At the unhappy chance that made not me 
A gentle match, or ſtill a herd kept thee, 

Wha can, withouten pain, ſee frae the coaſt 
The ſhip that bears his all like to be loſt ; 
Like to be carry'd, by fome river's hand, 
Far frae his wiſhes, to ſome diftant land? 

Patie. Ne'er quarrel fate, whilſt it with me remains 

To raiſe thee up, or ſtill artend theſe plains, 

My father has forbid our loves, I own; 

But love's ſuperior to a parent's frown. 

I falſchood hate: come kiſs thy cares away; 
I ken to love, as well as to obey. 

Sir William's generous : leave the taſk to me, 
To make ſtrict duty and true love agree. 

Peggy. Speak on! ſpeak ever thus, and ſtill my grief, 

But ſhort I dare to hope the fond relict. 
New thoughts a gentler face will ſoon inſpire, 
That with nice air ſwims round in ſilk attire ; : 
Then 1! poor me! — with ſighs may ban my fate, 
When the young laird's nae mair my heartſome Pate: 
Nae mair again to hear fweet tales expreſt 
By the blyth ſhepherd that excell'd the reſt: 
Nae 'mair be envy'd by the tattling gang, 
When Patie kiſs'd me when | danc'd or ſang: 
Nae mair, alack! we'll on the meadow play ! 
And rin half breathleſs round the rucks of hay ; 
As aft-times I have fled frae thee right fain, 
And fawn on purpoſe that I might be tane : 
Nae mair around the foggy-know T'Il creep, 
To watch and ſtare upen thee while aſlep. 
E 2 But 
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But hear my vow, — Twill help to give me eaſe, 
May ſudden death, or deadly fair diſeaſe, 

And warſt of ills, attend my wretched life, 

If e'er to ane but you I be a wife. 


Or furg as follows, 


SANG XVII. Waes my heart that ave ſhould funder, 


Speak on, — ſpeak thus, and till my grief, 
Held up a heart that's ſinking under 
Theſe fears, that ſoon will want relief, 
It hen Pate muſt from his Peggy Sunder, 
A gentler face, and jult attire, 
A lady rich in beauty's blefſom, 
Alake poor me ! will now conſpire 
To ſteal thee from thy Peggy's boſom. 
No more the ſhepherd who exceild ER, 
The reſt, whoſe wit made them to wonder, 
Shall n:xv his: Peggy's praiſes tell; 
Ab IJ can die, but never funder. 
Ye meadows where we often ſtray'd, 
Ze banks where we were wont t9 abander, 
Saveet- ſcented rucks, round which We play d, 
You'll life your faveets when we're aſunder. 
Again, ah! ſhall I never creep 
Around the know with ſilent duty, 
Xindly to watch thee, while aſleep, 
And wender at thy manly beauty ? 
Hear, heaven, while ſolemnly I vw, 
Tho“ thou ſhouldſt prove a wand'ring lover, 
Tyro' life to thee I ſhall prove true, 
Nor be a wife io any «ther, 


Patie. Sure heaven approves, —- and be aſſur'd of me, 


I'll ne'er gang back of what I've ſworn to thee : 
Aud time, tho' time maun 1aterpoſe a while, 

And I maun leave my Peggy and this iſle ; 

Yet time, nor diſtance, nor the faireſt face, 

If there's a fairer, cer ſhall fill thy place. 735 
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Id hate my riſing fortune, ſhould it move 

The fair foundation of our faithful love. 

If at my foot were crowns and ſceptres laid, 

To bribe my ſoul frae thee, delightfu' maid, 

For thee I'd ſoon leave theſe inferior things 

To ſic as hae the patience to be kings. 

Wherefore that tear ? Believe, and calm thy mind. . 
Peggy. I greet for joy to hear thy words ſae kind. 

When hopes were ſunk, and nought but mirk deſpair 

Made me think life but little worth my care, 

My heart was like to burſt; but now I ſee 

Thy generous thoughts will ſave thy love for me. 

With patience then ['ll wait each wheeling year, 

Hope time away, till thou with joy appear. 

And a' the while I'll ſtudy gentler charms, 

To make me. fitter for my traveller's arms. 

I'll gain on uncle Glaud ; he's far frae fool, 

And will not grudge to put me thro? ilk ſchoal, 

Where I may manners learn 


Or ſung as follows. S ANG XVIII. Tweedſide. 


When hope was quite ſunk in deſpair, 
My heart it was going to break; © 
My life appear'd worthleſs my care, 
But now I will ſave't for thy ſake. 
Where-e'er my love travels by day, 
IWhere-ever he lodges by night, 
With me his dear image ſhall ſlay, 
And my ſoul keep him ever in ſight. 
With patience Jil wait the long year, 
And ſtudy the gentleſt charms ; 
Hope time away till thou appear, 
To lock thee for ay in thoſe arms. 
 Whilft thou was a ſhepherd, Fpriz'd' 
No higher degree in this life ; 
But now I'll endeavour to riſe 
To a height that's becoming thy wife, 
For beauty that's only ſkin-deep, 
Muſt fade like the gowans in May, 
E 3 But, 
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{ But, inwardly rooted, will keep 
i For ever, without a decay. | 
| Ver age, nor the changes of life, 
Can quench the fair fire of love, 
If virtue's ingrain'd in the wife, 
And the huſband bave ſenſe to approve. 


Patie. — — That's wiſely ſaid, 
And what your uncle wares ſhall be well paid. 
Tho', without a' the little helps of art, 

Thuy native ſweets might gain a prince's heart; 
Yet now, leſt in our ſtation we offend, 

We muſt learn modes to innocence unkend, 
Affect aft - times to like the thing we hate, 

And drap ſerenity to keep up ſtate; 

Laugh when we're ſad, ſpeak when we've nought to ſay, 
And, for the faſhion, when we're blyth, ſeem wae; 
Pay compliments to them we aft have ſcorn'd, 

Then ſcandalize them when their backs are turn'd. 

Peggy. If this is gentry, I had rather be 
What I am ſtill ; — but I'll be ought with thee. 

Patie, No, no, my Peggy, I but only jeſt 
With gentry apes ; for {til}, amangſt the belt, 

Good manners give integrity a bleeze, 
When native virtues join the arts to pleaſe. 

Peggy. Since with nae hazard, and ſae ſmall expenſe, 
My lad frae books can gather ſiccan ſenſe, 
Then why, ah ! why ſhould the tempeſtuous ſea 
Endanger thy dear life, and frighten me ? 

Sir William's cruel, that wad force his ſon, 
For watnawhats, fo great a riſk to run, 
Patie. There is nae doubt but travelling does improve; 
Yet I would ſhun it for thy ſake, my love : 
But ſoon as I've ſhook aff my landwart caſt 
In foreign cities, hame to tbee I'll haſte. 
Peggy. With every ſetting day and riſing morn, 
I'll kneel to heaven, and aſk thy ſafe return. 
Under that tree, and on the ſucklar-brae, 
Where aft we wont, when bairns, to run and play ; 
And to the hiſſel ſhaw, where firſt ye vow'd : 
Ye wad be mine, and I as eithly trow'd, 


I'll 


I'll aften gang, and tell the trees and flow'rs, 
With j joy, that they'll bear witneſs 1 am yours. 


Or ſung as follows, SANG XIX. Buſh aboon Traquair. 


At ſetting day, and riſing morn, 
With foul that flill ſhall love thee, 
JI aſk of heaven thy ſafe return, 
With all that can improve thee. 
TI viftt aft the birken buſh, 
IWhere fir ſt thou kindly told me 
Saqveet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didſt enfold me, 


To all our haunts I will repair, 

To greenwood ſhaw or fountain, 

Or where the ſimmer-day Pd ſhare 
With thee, upon yon mountain. 

There will I tell the trees and flowers, 
From thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 

By vows your mine, by love is yours © 
A heart which cannot wander, 


Patie. My dear, allow me, frae thy temples fair, 

A ſhining ringlet of thy flowing hair, 
Which, as a ſample of each lovely charm, 
I'll aften kiſs, and wear about my arm. 

Peggy. Were't in my power with better boons to pleaſe, 
I'd give the beſt 1 could with the ſame eaſe : 
Nor wad I, if thy luck had fallen to me, 
been in ae jot leſs generous to thee. 

/ Patie. I doubt it not; but fince we've little time, 
To ware't on words, wad border on a crime; 

Love's ſafter meaning better is expreſt, 

When 'tis with kiſſes on the heart impreſt. [Exeunt. 
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LT SCENE I. 


PROLOGUE, 


See how poor Bauldy ſtares like an poſſeſt, 

And roars up Symon frae his kindly reſt : 

Bare legg d, with night-cap, and unbutton'd coat, 
See the auld man comes forward to the ſot. 


Symon, Har want ye, Bauldy, at this ſilent hour, 
| When drowſy ſleep keeps a' beneath its 
pow'r? 
Far to the north the ſcant approaching light 
Stands equal 'twixt the morning and the night. 
What gars ye ſhake, and glowr, and look ſae wan? 
Your teeth they chitter, hair like briſtles ſtand. 
Bauldy. O len me ſoon ſome water, milk, or at 
My head's grown giddy, — legs with ſhaking fail ; 
Il ne'er dare venture forth at night my lane ; 
Alake ! I'll never be myſell again. 
I'll ne'er o'erput it! Symon, O Symon, O! 
. [ Symon gives him a drink, 
— Symon. What ails thee, gowk ! — to make ſae loud 
You! ve wak'd Sir William, he has left his bed, F[ado? 
He comes, I fear, ill-pleas'd ; I hear his tred. 


Enter Sir WILLIAM, 

Sir Will. How goes the night? Does day-light yet 

appear? i 
Symon, you're very timeouſly aſteer. 

Symon, I'm ſorry, Sir, that we've diſturb'd your reſt; 
But ſome ſtrange thing has Bauldy's ſp'rit oppreſt, j 
He's ſeen ſome witch, or wreſtled with a ghaiſt, 

Bauldy. O ay! — dear Sir, in troth 'tis very true, 
And I am come to make my plaint to. you. 

Sir Will. | ſmiling] 1 lang to hear't. 

Bauldy, —— Ah! Sir, the witch ca'd Mauſe, 
That wins aboon the mill, amang the haws, 
Firſt promis'd that ſhe'd help me, with her art, 
To gain a bonny thrawart laſſie's heart. 


As 
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As ſhe had tryſted, I met wi'er this night; 

But may nae friend of mine get fic a fright ! 

For the curſt hag, inſtead of doing me good, 

(The very thought o't's like to freeze my blood!) 
Rais'd up a ghaiſt, or de'il, I Kenna whilk, 

Like a dead corſe, in ſheet as white as a N 

Black hands it had, and face as wan as death, 
Upon me faſt the witch and it fell baith, 

Lows'd down my breeks, while 1, like a great fool, 
Was labour'd as I wont to be at ſchool. 

My heart out of its ho] was like to loup; 
Ipithleſs grew with fear, and had nae hope, 

Till, with an elritch laugh, they vaniſh'd quite: 
Syne I, half dead with anger, fear, and ſpite, 

Cray up, and fled ſtraight frae them, Sir, to you, 
Hoping your help, to gi'e the de'il his due. 

I'm ſure my heart will ne'er gi'e o'er to dunt, 
Till in a fat tar barrel Mauſe be brunt. 


57 


Sir lil, Well, Bauldy, whate'er's juſt hall granted be, 


Let Mauſe be brought this morning down to me. 


Bauldy. Thanks to your Honour, ſoon ſhall I a”, 


But ſirſt I'll Roger raiſe, and twa three mae, 


To catch her fait, or ſhe get leave to fqueel, 
And cait her cantraips that bring up the de'il. 


[Exit Bauldy. 
SirtVil. Troth, Symon, Bauldy's more afraid than hurt; 
The witch and ghaiſt have made themſelves good _ 


What filly notions croud the clouded mind, 
That is, through want of education, blind! 


Symon. But does your Honour think there's nae fic 


As witches raiſing de'ils up thro' a ring, [thing, 


Syne playing tricks? A thouſand I could tell, 
Could never be contriv'd on this fide hell, 

Sir Wil, Such as the devil's dancing in a moor, 
Amongit a few auld women, craz'd and poor,, 
Who are rejoic'd toffee him friſk and loup, 
O'er braes and ee candles in his doup, 
Appearing ſomerifnes like a black - horn'd cow, 
Aſt · times like Bawty, Badrans, or a ſow; 
Then with his train thro? airy paths to glide, 
While they on cats, or clowns, or broom-ſtaffs ride; 
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Or in an egg-ſhell ſkim out o'er the main, 

To drink their leader's health in France or Spain ; 

Then aft by night bumbaze hare-hearted fools, 

By tumbling down their cupboard, chairs, and ſtools : 

Whate'er's in ſpells, or if there witches be, 

Such whimſies ſeem the molt abſurd to me. 

Tis true enough, we ne'er heard that a witch 
Had either meikle ſenſe, or yet was rich; 
But Mauſe, tho' poor, is a ſagacious wife, 
And lives a quiet and very honeſt life. 

That gars me think this hobleſhew that's paſt, 

Will land in naething but a joke at laſt. 


Sy mon. 


Sir Wil. I'm fore it will; — but ſee increafing light 


Commands the imps of darkneſs down 10 night ; 
Bid raiſe my ſervants, and my horſe prepare, 
Whilſt 1 walk out to take the morning-air, 


SANG XX. Bonny grey ey'd morn, 


The bonny grey-ey'd morning begins to peep, 
And darkneſs flies before the riſing ray, 
The hearty hynd ftarts from his lazy ſleep, 
To fellow healthful labours of the day: 
Without a guilty ſting to wrinkle his brow, 
The lark and the linnet tend his levee, 
And he joins their concert, driving bis plow, 
From toil ef grimace and pageantry free. 


While fluſter d with wine, or madden'd with 1 
Of half an eſtate, the prey ef a main. 

The drunkard and gameſter tumble and toſs, 
Wiſhing for calmneſs and ſlumber in vain. 

Be my portion health, and guietneſs of mind, 
Plac'd at due di ihance rom parties and fate, 

Where neither ambition nor avarice blind, 


Reach bim wha has happineſs link'd to his fate. 


[Exeunt, 
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. SCENE II. 


. 


While Peggy laces up her boſem fair, 

With a blue ſnood Jenny binds up her hair: 
Glaud by his morning-ingle takes a beek, 

The riſing ſun ſhines motty through the reel, 
A pipe his mouth, the ladies pleaſe his een, 
And now and than his joke maun interueen. 


Claud. 1 Wiſh, my bairns, it may keep fair till night, 
Ye do not uſe ſac ſoon to ſee the light; 

Nae doubt ye now intend to mix the thrang, 

To tak your leave of Patrick or he gang: 

But do ye think, that now when he's a laird, 

That hè poor landwart laſſes will regard. 

Jenny. Tho' he's young matter now, I'm very ſure, 
He has mair ſenſe than flight auld friends tho“ poor; 
But yeſterday he gae us mony a tug, 

And kifs'd my couſin there frae lug to lug. 

Claud. Ay, ay, nae doubt o't, and he'll do't again ; ; 
But be advis'd his company refrain : 

Before, he, as a ſhepherd, ſought a wife, 
With her to live a chaſte and frugal life; 

But now, grown gentle, ſoon he will forſake 
Sic godly thoughts, and brag of being a rake. 

Peggy. A rake, what's that? —Sure if it mean ought 
He'll never be't, elſe I have tint my ſkill. [ill, 

Glaud, Daft laffie, ye ken nought of the affair; 

Ane young, and good, and gentle's unco rare: 

A rake's a graceleſs ſpark, that thinks nae ſhame 
To do what like of us think fin to name. 

Sic are ſae void of ſhame, they'll never ſtap 

To brag how aften they have had the clap. 


* They'll tempt young things like you, with youdith fluſh'd, 


Syne mak ye a' their jeſt, when ye're debauch'd. 
Be wary then, I ſay, and never gie 
Encouragement, or bourd with fic as he, 
Peggy. Sir William's virtuous, and of gentle blood; 
And may not Patrick too like him be good? 
Glaud. 
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Claud. That's true, and mony gentry mae than he, 
As they are wiſer, better are than we, 
But thinner ſawn; they're ſae puff d up with pride, 
There's mony of them mocks ilk haly ouide 
That ſhaws the gate to heav'n — I've heard my ſell 
Some of them laugh at doomſday, fin, and hell. 
Jenny. Watch o'er us, father! heh, that's very odd! 
Sure him that doubts a doomſday, doubrs a God. 
Glaud. Doubt! why, they neither doubt, nor judge, 
nor think, 
Nor hope, nor fear, but curſe, 3 and drink. 
But I'm no faying this as if 1 thought 
That Patrick to fic gaits will e'er be brought. 
Peggy. The LoxD forbid I- na, he kens better things: 
But here comes aunt, her face ſome oY brings. 


Euter MADE. 

b . Haſte, haſte ye, we're a' ſent for o'er the gate, 
* To hear and help to red ſome odd debate 
*Tween Mauſe and Bauldy, bout ſome witchcraft ſpell, 
At Symon's houſe : the Knight firs judge himſell. 

Claud. Lend me my ſtaff; — Madge, lock the outer- 
And bring the laſſes wi'ye ; I'll ſtep before. [ door, 

[Exit Glaud, 
' Madge. Poor Meg look, Jenny, was the like e'er ſeen, 
How. bleer'd and red with greeting look her een? | 
This day her brankan wooer takes his horſe, 
To ſtrut a gentle ſpark at Edioburgh croſs ; 
To change his kent, cut frae the branchy plain, 
For a nice ſword, and glancing headed cane; 
To leave his ram horn ſpoons aud kitted whey, 
For gentler tca, that ſmells Iike new-won hay ; 
To leave the green ſwaird dance, when we gae milk, 
To ruſtle mang the beauties clad in ſilk. 
But Meg, poor Meg! mann with the ſhepherds ſtay, 
And tak what God will ſend in hodden-gray. 
Peggy. Dear aunt, what weeds ye fath us wi' your 
That's no my faut that I'm nae gentler born, [ſcorn? 
Gif I the daughter of ſome laird had been, 
I ne er had notic'd Patie on the green, 
| : | Now 
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Now ſince he riſes, why ſhould I repine! ? A 


If he's made for another, he'll ne'er be mine : 
And then the like has been, if the decree 
Deſigns him mine, I yet his wife may be. 
Madge. A bonny (tory, troth ! — but we delay, 
Prin up your aprons baith, and come away. [ Excuns 


SCENE III. 


PROLOGUE. 

Sir William fills the twa-arm'd chair, 
While Symon, Roger, Claud, aud Mauſe 

Attend, and with loud laughter hear 
Daft Bauldy bluntly plead his cauſe : 

For now tis telFd him that the tawſe 
T0 handled by revengefu* Madge, 

Becauſe he brake good breeding s laws, 

And with his nonſenſe rais'd their rage. 


Sir Wil. ND was that all? — Well, Bauldy, ye was 
' ſery'd 

No other wiſe than what ye well deſerv'd. 
Was it ſo ſmall a matter to defame, 
And thus abuſe an honeſt woman's name ? 
Beſides your going about to have betray'd, 
By perjury, an innocent young maid. 

Bauldy. Sir, I confeſs my faut thro' a' the ſteps, 
And ne'er again ſhall be untrue to Neps. 

Mauſe. Thus far, Sir, he oblig'd me on the ſcore, 
I kend not that they thought me lic before. 

Bauldy. An't like your Honour, I believ'd it well, 
But troth I was e' en doilt to ſeek the de'll : 
Yet, with your Honour's leave, tho' ſhe's nae witch, 
She's baith a ſleę and a revengefu' bitch; 
And that my ſo place finds ; but I had beſt 
Had in my tongue; for yonder comes the ghaiſt, 
And the young bonny witch, whaſe roſy cheek 
Sent me, without my wit, the de'il to ſeek. 


Enter MA DGE, PEGG, and JENNY. 
Sir William [locking at Peggy.) Whoſe daughter's ſhe 
that wears th' Aurora gown, 
With face ſo fair, and locks a lovely brown ? 
F How 


4 
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Feggy may ſmile; — thou haſt no cauſe to bluſh, 
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How ſparkling are her eyes ! what's this I find ! 

The girl brings all my ſiſter to my mind. 

Such were the features once adorn'd a face, 

Which death too ſoon depriv'd of ſweeteſt grace. 

Is this your daughter, Glaud ? ——— 

» Glaud. 1 Sir, ſhe's my niece, —— 
And yet ſhe's not: — but I ſhould had my peace. 


Sir Wil. This is a contradiction. What d'ye mean? 


She is, and ſhe is not! —pray, Glaud, explain. 
Glaud. Becauſe I doubt if I ſhou'd mak appear 5 


What I have kept a ſecret thirteen year. 


Mauſe. You may reveal what I can fully clear. 
Sir Wil Speak ſoon, I'm all impatience ! 
Patie. So am I! 


For much i hope, and hardly yet know why. 


Glaud. Then, ſince my maſter orders, I obey, _—— 
This bonny foundling, ae clear morn of May, 
Cloſe by the lee · ſide of my door I found, 
All ſwept and clean, and carefully hapt round, 


In infant weeds, of rich and gentle make, 


What could they be, thought I, did thee forſake? 
Wha, warſe than brutes, could leave, expos'd to air, 
Sae much of innocence, fae ſweetly fair, 

Sae helpleſs young? For ſhe appear'd to me 

Only about twa towmonds auld to be. 

I took her in my arms, the bairny ſmil'd, 


With fic a look wad made a favage mild, 


I hid the ſtory ; ſhe_has paſs'd ſinceſyne 

As a poor orphan, and a niece of mine, 

Nor do I rue my care about the wean, 

For ſhe's well worth the pains that I have tane, 
Ye ſee ſhe's bonny, I can ſwear ſhe's good, 


And I'm right ſure ſhe's come of gentle blood; 


Of whom J kenna. Naething ken S mair, 
Than what [ to your Honour now declare. 
Sir Wil. This tale ſeems ſtrange! | 


Patie. — ——— The tale delights my ear! 
Sir Mil. Command your joys, young man, till truth 
appear, | | | | 


Mauſe. That be my taſk, — Now, Sir, bid all be huſh ; 


Long 
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Long have I wiſh'd to ſee this happy day, 

That I might ſafely to the truth give way ; 

That I may now Sir William Worthy name, 

The beſt and neareſt friend that ſhe can claim: 

He ſaw't at firſt, and with quick eye did trace 

His ſiſter's beauty in her daughter's face. | 
Sir Wil. Old woman, do not rave, — prove what you 

'Tis dangerous in affairs like this to play. (lay; 
Patie. What reaſon, Sir, can an auld woman have 

To tell a lie, when ſhe's ſae near her grave? 

But how, or why, it ſhould be truth, I grant, 

I every thing looks like a reaſon want, 
Omnes, The ſtory's odd! we wiſh we heard it out. 
Sir Mil. Make haſte, good woman, and reſolve each 

doubt, 


 [Mauſe goes formard, leading Peggy to Sir William. ] 

Mauſe. Sir, view me well: has fifreen years fo plow'd 

A wrinkled face, that you have often view'd, 

That here I as an unknown ſtranger ſtand, 

Who nurs'd her mother that now holds my hand! 

Yet ſtronger proofs I'll give, if you demand. 
Sir IVil. Ha, honeſt nurſe! where were my eyes before ? 

I know thy faithfulneſs, and need no more. 

Yet, from the Jab'rinth to lead out my mind, 

Say, to expoſe her, who was ſo unkind ? 


[Sir William embraces Peggy, and makes her fit by him.] 
Yes, ſurely thou'rt my niece, truth mult prevail. 
But no more words, till Mauſe relate her tale. 
Patie. Good nurſe, go on, nae muſic's half ſae fine, 
Or-can give pleaſure like theſe words of thine, 
Mauſe. Then it was I that ſav'd her infant life, 
Her death being threaten'd by an uncle's wife. 
The ſtory's long; but I the ſecret knew, 
How they purſu'd, with avaricious view, 
Her rich eſtate, of which they're now eſa: 
All this to me a coafident confeſs'd, 
heard with horror, and, with trembling, dred 


' They'd ſmoor the ſakeleſs orphan in her bed. 
That very night, when all was ſunk in reſt, 


At midnight-hour the floor I ſaftly preſt, IS 
F 2 l x And 


64 Tur GENTLE SHEPHERD. A0 5. 


And ſtaw the ſleeping innodent away; . 
With whom I travell'd ſome few miles ere day. 
All day J hid me; — when the day was done, 
I kept my journey, lighted by the moon, 
Till eaſtward fifty miles I reach'd theſe plains, 
Where needful plenty glads your chearful ſwains; 
Afraid of being found out, I, to ſecure 
My charge, e'en laid her at this ſhepherd's door, 
And took a ni'bouring cottage here, that I, 
Whate'er ſhould happen to her, might be by. 
Here honeſt Glaud himſell, and Symon may 
Remember well, how I, that very day, 
Frae Roger's father took my little crove. 
Glaud, [with tears of joy happing down his beard.) 
I well remember't: Loxp reward your love, 
Lang have I wiſh'd for this ; for aft I thought 
Sic knowledge ſometime ſhould abouy be brought. 

Patie. Tis now a crime to doubt; my joys are full, 

With due obedience to my parent's will. 

Sir, with paternal love, ſurvey her charms, 

And blame me not for ruſhing to her arms. 

She's mine by rows; and would, tho' ſtill unknown, 
Have been my wife, when 1 my vows durſt own 

Sir Wil. My niece, my daughter, welcome to my care, 

Sweet image of thy mother, good and fair, 
Equal with Patrick : now my greateſt aim 
Shall be to aid your joys, and well-match'd flame, 
My boy, receive her from your father's hand, - 
With as good will as either would demand. 
[ Patie and Peggy embrace, and kneel to Sir William.) 

Patie. With as much joy this bleſſing I receive, 

As ane wad life that's ſinking in a wave, 
Sir WILLIAM raiſes them, 

I give you both my bleſſing: may your love 
Produce a happy race, and (till 1 improve. 

Peggy. My wiſhes are complete, —my joys ariſe, 
While I'm half dizzy with the bleſs'd ſurpriſe, 
And am I then a match for my ain lad, 

That for me ſo much generous kindneſs had! 
Lang may Sir William bleſs theſe happy plains, 
Happy while heaven grant he on them remains, 


Pattie, 


2 


Seem light when put in balance with my Pate: 


Even Bauldy the bewitch'd has quite forgot 


. Elle ye may yet ſome witches fingers ban. 
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We'll only crave what you ſhall pleaſe to gi'e: 
Th' eſtate be yours, my Peggy's ane to me. 
Claud. I hope your Honour now will take amends 
Of them that ſought her life for wicked ends. | 
Sir Wil. The baſe unnatural villain ſoon ſhall know, 
That eyes above watch the affairs below. 
II ſtrip him ſoon of all to her pertains, 
And make him reimburſe his ill-got gains. 
Peggy. To me the views of wealth and an eſtate, 


Patie. Be lang our guardian, {till our maſter be, q 


For his ſake only F'Il ay thankful bow, 
For ſuch a kindneſs, beſt of men, to you. 
Hon. What double blythneſs wakens up this day? 
I hope now, Sir, you'll no ſoon haſte away, 
Sall I unſaddle your horſe, and gar prepare 
A dinner for you, of hale country- -fare ? 
See how much joy unwrinkles ev'ry brow, 
Our looks hing on the twa, and doat on you! 


Fell Madge's tawze, and pawky Mauſe's plot. 

Sir Mil. Kindly old man, — remain with you this day! ! 

I never from theſe fields again will ſtray. 
Maſons and wrights ſhall ſoon my houſe repair, 
And buſy gard'ners ſhall new planting rear: 
My father's hearty table you ſoon ſhall ſee 
Reſtor'd, and my belt friends rejoice with me. 

Symon. Thar's the beſt news I heard this twenty ROE 3 - 
New day breaks up, rough times begin to clear. 

Claud. Gop ſave the King! and fave Sir William lang! 
T'enjoy their ain, and raiſe the ſhepherd's fang. + 

Roger. Wha winna dance? wha will refuſe to ſing ? 
What ſhepherd's whiſtle winna lilt the ſpring ? 

Bauldy, I'm friends with Mauſe, — with very Madge 
Altho' they ſkelpit me when woodly fleed. [I'm 'greed, 
I'm now fou blyth, and frankly can forgive, 

To join. and ſing, Lang may Sir William live 

Madge. Lang may he live l- and, Bauldy, 5 to ſteik 
Your gab a- wee, and think before you ſpeak ; 
And never ca” her auld that wants a man, 


F1q ' This 
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This day I'll with the youngeſt o' you rant, 
And brag, for ay that I was call'd the aunt 
Of our young lady, —my dear bonny bairn ! 

Peggy. No other name I'll ever for you leara.— 
And, my good nurſe, how ſhall I gratefu* be 
For a' thy matchleſs kindneſs done for me 

Mauſfe. The flowing pleaſures of this happy day 
Does fully all I can require repay. 

Sir Will. To faithful Symon, and, kind Glaud, to 
And to your heirs, I give in endleſs feu, [you, 
The mailens ye poſſeſs, as juſtly due. 

For acting like kind fathers to the pair, 
Wha have enough beſides, and theſe can ſpare. 
Mauſe, in my houſe, in calmneſs cloſe your days, 
With nought to do but ſing your Maker's praiſe. 
Omnes. The Lord of heaven return your Honour's 
love, 
Confirm your joys, and all your bleſſings roove ! 
Pati? (preſenting Roger to Sir William.) 

Sir, here's my truſty friend, that always ſhar'd 
My boſom-ſecrets ere I was a laird ; 

Glaud's daughter Jennet, (Jenny, think nae ſhame), 
Rais'd, and maintains in him a lover's flame: 

Lang was he dumb, at laſt he ſpoke and wor, 

And hopes to be our honeſt uncle's ſon : 

Be pleas'd to ſpeak to Glaud for his conſent, 

That nane may wear a face of diſcontent. 

Sir Will. My ſon's demand is fair, —Glaud, let me 

That truſty Roger may your daughter have, {| crave, 
With frank conſent ; and while he does remain 


1 5 Upon theſe fields, I'll make him chamberlain, 


Glaud. You croud your bounties, Sir, what can we 
But that we're dyvours that can ne'er repay? [ ſay, 


Whate er your Honour wills, 1 ſhall obey, 


Roger, my daughter, with my bleſſing, take, 

And ſtill our maſter's right your bus neſs make; 

Pleaſe him, be faithful, and this auld grey head 

Shall nod with quieteſs down amang the dead. 
Roger. I ne'er was good at ſpeaking a' my days, 

Nor ever Ioo d to mak o'er great a fraſe: 


But, 


Fs 
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But for my maſter, father, and my wife, 
I will employ the cares of a' my life. 
Sir Will. My friends, I'm ſatisfy'd you'll all WY 
Each in his lation, as I'd wiſh or crave, 
Be ever virtuous ; ſoon or late ye'll find 
Reward, and ſatisfaction to your mind. 
The maze of life ſometimes looks dark and wild; 
And aft when hopes are higheſt, we're beguil'd. 
Aft when we ſtand on brinks of dark deſpair, 
Some happy turn, with joy, diſpels our care. 
Now all's at rights, who ſings beſt, let me hear. 
Peggy. When you demand, I readieſt ſhould obey : 
I'll fing ou ane, the neweſt that I hae. 


8 A NG XXI. Corn-rigs are bonny. 


M Patie is a lover gay, 
His mind is never muddy, 
His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
Hi, face is fair and ruddy. 
His ſhape is bandſome, middle fixe, 
He's comely in his wawking, 


The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe, 
*Tis heaven ſo hear him tawking, 


Laſt night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 

There mony a kindly word he ſpake, 
That ſet my heart a-glowing. 

He kiſi'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loc'd me beſt of om, 

That gars me like to ſing ſinceſyne, 


O corn-rigs are bonny, 


Let laſſes of a filly mind 

Refuſe what maift they're wanting: 
Since we for yielding were deſign'd, 

We chaſtely hould be granting. 
Then Tll comply, and marry Pate, 

And fyne my Cockernony 
He's free to-towzle air or late, 

Where corn-rigs are bonny, 


"nk 


all. 
Aboon, above. 
Ane, one. 
Anes, once. 
Ablins, perhaps. 
 Awn, own, acknow- 
ledge, 
Aſteer, ſtirring. 
Anither, another, 
A-will, cf itſelf, of 
its own accord, 
A-thought, a little. 
A-jee, o' one fide. 
—_ 
An, if. 
Air, early. 
Aften, ten. 
Ain, own. 
Aff, off. 
Airth, quarter or cor- 
ner of the world, 
Aiths, oaths. 
Amaiſt, almoſt. 
Awa, away. 
Alane, clone; ws 2 
by himſelf; her lane, 
2 700% 
Aneath, beneath, 
Aft- times, oft-!1mes. 
Albeit, abeit, altbe'. 
A-wie, a /ittle, 
Ay, ever. 
BI EI o, a place of 
ſhelter from the <vea- 
ther, 
' Bairns, children, 
Blyther, more joyful, 
Blythſome, glad. 
Blythneſs, jcy. 
Bonny, — AY plea- 
ſant. | 
Baith, beth. 
Bught, fheep-fold. 
Byar, coro-Hcuſe. 
Braw, brave, fine, 
audy. 
Bein, rich, ecell-fur- 
niſhed, 


Bri 6, to preſs or bruiſe, 


A complete alphabetical GLosSary, or 
Explanation of the Scors Words. 


Bombaze, to confound 

_ or. affright, 

Blate, ſpbamefac' d. 

Buſtine, ⁊obite dimity. 

Bad, Lid. 

Bannocks, a ſort of 
bread, | 

Be, by. © 

Braes, Hillacłs. 

Burn, or burnie, a 
rid ulst. 
Birks, birch-trees, 
Bratiling,running down 
or falling baflily. 
* wo aide, 
endure, 

Barlickhoods, freaks, 
humours, <ubims. 

Brats, cloaths, alſo 
rags. 

Broe, breth. 

Bleeze, flame, alſo 
luſtre. 

Bleezing, flaming, bla- 
17g. 

Bigonets, Biggands. 

Begunk, 4 trick or 
flratager. 

Baits, . 

Bedeen, i ſtantly. 

Bow or b a mea- 
ure equal to a ſack, 

ras Late # / 

Bouk, carcaſe. 

Bauld, eld. 

Bicker, bowl or cup. 

Bobit, /aced. 

Brint, burrt. 

Blob, à glole or drop. 


Bot, ⁊oitl cut. 


- 


Beek, beeking, baſking. 


Buſk, adorn, dreſs, 

Bootleſs, in vain. 

Belt, girale. 

Blac-berries, blue ber- 
ries, 

Blaw, bl/v. 

Bands, hirges, 

Bend, cup or. &raught, 


Betooch us, preſerve 
us! 

Bent, a field. 

Baugh, farple, of 4 
pitiful look, 

Brock, a badger, 

Ban, to curſe. 


Breeks, Erbes. 


Bourd, to dally, cr 


tamper with. 
Brankand, gay ; alſo 
prancing. 
Bairnie, a little child 
CawLER, freſh, cool. 
Craig, a rock, 
Craigy , rocky. 
Chirm, chirp, or fing. 
Crove, a little butch 
or lodge. 
Corbies, ravers, 
Cleek, to catch, or 
Eook up. 
Clute, rhe hoof. 
Canty, merry. 
Cou'dna, could not. 
Caulrife, cold, chilly, 
Cockernony, the hair 
bound up in a puff. 
Cadgy, merry, gay. 
Claiths, claths, 
Cauld, coll. 
Coofs, boobies. 
Canny, lucky, happy. 
Coft, boy 4 ha 
Chiels, fellbæus. 
Cleck, hatch. 
Ca, cat. -: 
Ca'd, or caw'd, called, 
Cottars, cottagers, 
Curn, a little quantity. 
Cry, to call, or a call. 
Cantraips, wagic ſpelli 
and Eel . 
Cry'd, called on, 
Clim, climb. 
Canna, can't, 
Crack, to c/ at 
Caſt, te mien or ge- 
fture, 


Caſt 


Caſt up, to throw into 
one's teeth, to upbraid, 
Cawfs, calves. h 
Clatteran, prating, 
cbattering. 


Cankart, i/ll-natured, 


fecviſbd. 

ce, Pi; man. 

Cawk, chalk. : 

Chitter, to graſp with 
the teeth, ſhivering. 

Crap, crept. 

DayT, mad, 72 

Dowie, ſenſeleſs, Filly. 

Dool, ſorrow. _ 

Dorty, ſcornful, diffi- 
cult. | 

Dinna, do not. 

Dike, a wall, 

Din, noiſe. = 

Dic'd, wweaved in fi- 
gures of dice. 

Dauted, fondled, made 

much of. 

Dubs, dirty little pools. 

Divot-ſeat, ſeat of 
green turf. 

Darna, dare not. 

Deid, death, 

Darn'd, laid up ſecretly, 

Downa, cannot bear, 
or endure, 

Dings, excels, gets the 
better ; alſo beats, 

Diſna, does not. 

Dow, can, or is able to 
do. 

Draps, drops, gives 
the e 

Daffin, folly. 

Drie, ſuffer, 

Decreet, determina- 
tion, or judgment. 

Didna, aid 6. 

Doof, a fol. 4 

Dunt, te beat or throb, 
when applied to the 

1 heart, 
oup, arſe, 

Doil'd, — in- 
fatuated, dizzy, 
gidcly, 
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Dyvours, bankrufts. 
ETTLE, to atienpt, 
or aim at, 
Een, eyes; alſo even 
or night, 
Eaſtlin, eaſtern. 
Eith, erchly, eaſily, 
Eild, old age. 
Elf-ſhot, planzr-firuck. 
Eaſt, 1 
Elwand, a fick, the 
meaſure of an ell, 


. Even, to impute to one, 


to compare, to liken, 

Ergh, to dread, or be 
afraid of. 

Elſe, already. 

Ether-cap, oaſp. 

8 Rk <vild or ghoſt- 

F = F, You 

Fon, full; alſo drunk. 

Ferlie, a wonder; alſo 
to wwonaer, 

Fouth, plenty, many. 

Flet, ſalted, a 

Fair-fa', evell fare. 

Fa', fall, 

Fallow, felizw. 

Fald, to fold. 

Feckleſs, trifiing. 

Feightan, fighting. 

Fraſe, talk, ſpeech. 

Fowk, folks. 

Flyte, to ſcold, 

Fell, cunting, or pru- 
dent; ſometimes it is 
applied to diabolical 
arts, 

Faſheous, troubleſome. 

Peg, fig 

Fae, foe. 

Flaes, fleas» 

Fauſe, falſe, 


Flaw, to lie; alſo a lie. 
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Fundling, Feundling, 
Foryet, forget. 

Fand, found. 
Flighter, 10 flutter, 


Flype, to flae the ſhin 


off. 
Farder, farther. | 
Fear, ficg, !o frighten. 
Fain, fond, willing, 
Fawn, fallen. | 
Fawt, fault, 
Faſh, to trouble. 
Fleid, affrighted, 
GAR, go; alſo gave. 
Gowans, daiſies. 
Gowany, full of dai- 
fees. | 
Grane, to groan er fgb. 
Gar, to made or force. 
Gat, got. 
Grein, to long for, or 
thirſt after. 
Gear, poods, wealth, 
Gecks, oaths, . 
Git, gin, if 
Glowr, tg ſtare, 
Glowring, flaring, 
Gawn, going. 
Grip, to bel faſt. * 
Grips, the holding faſf 
with the hand BIS 
Gloom, à frown, 
Gang, go. 
Ganging, going. 
Gie, give. | 
Gabs, mouths, 
Grace-drink, 
cap, 
Greet, to cry, 
Gane, gone. 
Gets, 3 children. 
Giglet, gil flirt. 
Gate, the way; alſo 
the manner of a per- 
ſon. | 


grace- 


Furlet, à corn or meal- Guſty, ſavoury, 


meaſure, conſiſting of Glee, mirth. +. 


Feur pecks. 
Fear'd, afraid. 
Fleetch, flatter. 


Foregainſt,  over-a- 


gainſt, 


Glen, a wale, 
Gaits, goats, 


Gade, went, 


Gawky, 
evench, 


a foclifþ 


Gree, 


— 


* 
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 Hechts, 
Hallon-fide, by 4 holly 


Gree, degree. 

Grit, great. | 
Girning, grinning, 
Grat, — 4 * | 
Gowd, gold. 

Ghaiſt, gheff, 
Gowk, cucteo; adfo 


Gates, Ways, courſes, 
HAM, home. . 
bome- 


Hameward, 
ward, 
Hartſome, gladſome, 
| nt. 
Hinder night, 14, 
gbt 


night. 
Haffer, fie of ihe face. 
Hinny, Boney. 
Would, unt. 
Hawſlock, voc next 
the wind pipe. 
Hald, had, Cle 
Height, rep of the bill, 
Howm, @ walley by a 
river. 
Het, hot. 
Healthfu', bealthfal. 
Haith, indeed, in faith. 
Herds, ſcoain, ſbep- 
wm | 
Heh ! Bab! 
Heffs, lodges, inhabits. 
Haleſome, wholeſome. 
Heather-braes, Hills on 
rubich beath grows. 
Hidlings, durking-pla- 
ces. 
Hadna, had not. 
12+ = 0a I the 
uight before laſt. 
* a ſort of pud- 
Ing. 


Haff, 5a 

-Howk, to dig. 

Humlock, hemlock. 

Hawkies, coxvs. 

Howdy, a midwife. 

Hing, . hang. 

Heather-beils, beath- 
buds. 

remiſes, 


ter. 


Hae, bete. 


Ha', Fall. 


Howt, 5 
Haflen, partly. 
Hool, the , ell. 
Hobleſhew, a mebö iſt 
riot or quarrel. 
Haly, Hoh 
Hodden-gray, a coarſe 
grey cloth. | 
Hapt, cover d up. 
Hauping, beppi g, Fal- 
ing docon. 
IL XA, each, every. 
Jo, feveet-beart. 

'ſe, I Hall or will. 
Ingle- ſide, freie. 
Ither, other 3 alſo one 

another. 
Ingans, enions. 
KENs, knows. 
Kend, knew, Rdn. 
Kiltit, tuck'd up. 
Kames, combs. 
Kittle, to tickle; it 
alſo Ae difficult, 
or dangerous. 
Keil-yard, 
garden. 
Kirn'd, chara'd. 
Kenna, tuotu nat. 
Ky, cows. 
Kirn, churn, 
Kent, @ large flick, or 


kitchen- 


Loan, milking-place. 
2 457" She 


Lout, to ſloop. 


Low, flame. 

Lowan, burning, fla- 
ming. 

Lang, long. 

Loes, loves. 

Loup, to leap. 

Louping, /caping. 

Leel, fincere, honeſt. 

Linkan, ſtepping briſt- 
ly, or ha 2 

Lee, fallow land. 

Lap, /eaped, 

Leugh, laughed, 


- 
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Lift, the Ay; alſo 70 
remove. 

Lin, a py ice, or na- 
terral caſcade, from 
Tzwhence ater falls, 

Lave, the rift, 

Langſome, 7ireſome,te- 

dlious. 

Laird, landlord; in pe. 
neral, for any man 
of an eſtate, 

Lyart, hoary, gray, 

Lucky, gammer. 

Laith, /oath. 

Laverocks, {a ks. 

Lilt, t ng brifaly, 

Liltit, merrily charted, 

Luggies, 6o<c/5, 

Lear, to learn. 

Lair, learning, © 

Loof, the palm of the 
band. 

Leed, hed, 

Leen, to leave off, give 
over. 

Landwart, country, ru- 
ral, clowniſh. 


Labour'd, e 
Lous'd, wntied, hoſed. 


Mau, muſt. 


Mair, more. 

Mony, many. 

Mint, to aim at, or 
make a motion to do 
any thing. 

Miſluck, misfortunes, 

Mak, make. 


Meg Dorts, Mrs Scorn- 


ul, 

iſca', to miſcall, or 

call names, 
Meikle, much. 
Meikleſt, /argef. 
Maiſt, mf, 
Maiks, mates, ies. 
Midding, dungEi/. 
Mailens, farms. 
Manna, muſt net. 
Muck, dung. 
Mither, mother. 
Mear, mare. 
Mirk, dark, to darken. 
Merle, merlin. ; 

Noa vis, 


7 


Mavis, bruſp. Pouch, pocket. 

Manſworn, perjured, Pouchfu, pockerful. 
forſevorn. Pawkily, fly, cun- 

Mouſemark, ary mark ningly. | 
received by a me- Pleugh, a plough, 


ther's longing. Pith, frengrh. 
Mennin, minz97v. Pettled, fondled, pam- 
Mae, more. ered, 
Na, 10, not. Pithleſs, faint, weak. 
Nae, no. RowixG, Rowan, 
Nane, none. rolling. 
Ni'bour, neighbour. Row'd, rolled, or 
Nowt, oxens- zwrapped. 


Redd up, to clean up, 

Neiſt, next, or clear up; alfo to 

Nocht, nought, tell, to be afraid, to 

New-mawn, #e7- part folks quarrel- 
moved, © 0008s - 

No, not. Revel'd, entangled. 

Newcal, young calves. Rin, run. 

Nives, double fiſts. Routh, plenty. 


Needna, need not. 


Nor, than. Rife, abundant, plen- 
On v, "any. , tiful, 


Out o'er, hanging o- Racket rent, rack rent. 
ver; alſo quite over. Recſting, drying. 
Our lane, alone, by Rant, to make merry. 


ourſelves, Ranting, romſing, jolly. 
| Owvrelay, a cravat, Raſh, green, young. 
Owrelaid, overlaid, Raſhy, ruſpy, or grown 
overwhetned, over with bt 


O'erput, to overcone. Raſhes, ruſhes. 


felf. or rfly. 
Or, before. Rue, 70 , relent. 
Owk, eveck. Rowt, to loro, or make 


O't, Hit. 
Oxter, armpit. 
Owſen, oxen. 


a great noi ſe. 
Roudes, a hard name. 
Rock, a diff. 


PAT, did put, Rever, rover or pyrate. - 
Paughty, proud, Rucks, ricks. 

haughty. Reck, ſmoke. 
Propine, a preſent, Roove, onfirm or rivet. 


Peebles, pebbles. SALL, Hall. 
Penſilie, fantaſtically. Saughs, willow- trees. 
Peet-ſtack, lack of Sae, ſo. 

dried turf for firing. Spill, ſpoil. 
Pow, a ſkull, Slid, ſr:o9th, ſlippery. 
Prines, pins. Syne, ſince, ther. 
Popilan, poppling. Smoor, ſmother. 
Poortith, poverty, Smoor d, ſmothered, 
Pou, pull. Sma, ſmall. 
Peet-ingle, tur ire. Snaw, ſnow, 


ow 
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Sic, ſucb. 
Sell, a 
— 6 ao 


Shawn, heron. 
Stock, a reed or pipe. 
Spring, @ tune, 


Speor, to aſt, 4 
Saebeins, fence it is fo, 
Snooded, filleted, tied 


up. 

Skiffin 5 i in * 

Saul, 2 — 

Sair, fore, 

Sets, the firips or rows 
of colours in weaving. 

Siller, ſilver. 

Spraings, fripes or 
rOWS, py 

Shave, a ſlice, 

Singand, Ainging. 

Strak, ruck. 

Scart, to ſcrape, alſe 
to ſcratch. 

Skaith, I/, damage. 

Scads, ſcalls. 

Seething, boiling. 

Stend, to tale long ſteps. 

Stent, 70 tax, olſo ta 
flint, 

_— threatened, 

Sled, ſledpe. 

—— 

Snuff! piſþ! alſo te 
take fra 

Slaw, ſloxv. ; 

Shaw, a little wvood, 

Swat, eated, 

Slee, oy. 


Skelfs, fpelfs. . 

Strapan, frappingy 
lufty. 

Spaining, weaning. 

Spaemen, fortune-tel- 
lers. 

Saws, prognoſti ationr. 

Spae, to tell fortunes. 

Snoo'!, a 25 or gar- 
land. | 

Sark, ſhirt, 

Sayna, ſay not. 

Starns, 7 — 

Samen, 


Py 


Sameng the ſame. 


TE 


Skair, a ſhare, to ſhare 


e d, cram- 


Sornan, mumping or 
begging 


Scrimp, ill-provided. 


Scrimpit, flinted, 


Sindle, ſeldom. 
Siccan, ſuch like, 


Slavering, driwelling 
or flobbering. 
Snaw- balls, jctes. 
Swith, ſoon, fcoiftly, 


Shoon, ſhoes. 
'Stan y ſung. 


Swaird, che ſurface of 


»;: the praſs. 


Stanes, tones. 


+ Stap, flop. 


Sawn, ſown. 
Sinceſyne, ever ſince. 


Sakeleſs, forſaken, de- 


litute of friends. 
, 


S 5 
” 


ws 
” 


F 


Staw, ſtole. 
Skelpit, to be ſlapt or 
Ewhipt on the p3ſte- 


ricrs, © 


Steek, to ſhut. 
TN TINc, tending. 
Thrawart, crofs or 


evil. 
Tod, à ſox. 
Thole, endure, ſuffer. 


Till, 0. 
Tald, fold, 


Tint, % ... 
Tuieveleſs, trifling, 
needleſs. 


Trow, to be ſure of, to 
know, to believe. 


Tak, take. 


Tane, taken, 


. Twa, c 
Tent, to take notice of, 


GLOSSARY. 
Thae, theſe, 


* 


Thirle, thrill. 


Thou, 


Tyne, to loſe. 

Trone, the name of a 
particular market- 
place, 

Thack, thatch, 

Taids, toads. 

Than, then. 

Thrang, the croud, or 
throng. 

Titty, er. 

Taſs, a cup. 

to thaw, or 
melt, 

The, thee. 

Tryſt, appointment, to 
appoint. 

Tocher, tocher-good, 
one's portion or for- 
tune. 

Teill, ,to till, 

To, too, 


Tuilzie, a breil, alſo 


to quarrel, 

Towin'd, flepped, 

banged. 

UNLIKLY, unperſon- 

able, unſeemly, im- 
probable. 

Unco, flrangely, 2von- 
derfully ; alſo ſtrange, 
aer ful. f 

Un onſy, unlucky, dia- 

bolical, 


Unſcrapit, filthy, or 


__evhat rants ſcraping. 


VIS LES, rings. 


Viſſy, to tate a vierv. 


WARLDIL v, rorli!y. 


to cbateb, obſerve, or 


remark, * 


Tyke, dog. 
_ Trigg, ſpruce, clean, 


Tarrows, haths... 


0 Tether-ſtake, balter- 


wy fade. 


— 


Winſome, engaging, 
' delightful, watt 

Wathers, veathers. 

Wad, vould, 

Wha, obo. 

Wat, evo! 

Whinging, whining. 

Wiſt, t;erv. 

Waff, lonely. 

Wi', with, 

Wie, little. 

Wood, mad. 
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Wordy, worthy. 

Wimpling, winding, 

Wark, work. 

Whirles, eddies, | 

Wuilk, evbich, ' 

Wean, child. 

War, worſe. 

Wins, gains. 

Woo, <worl; alſo te 
court, 

Will-fire, wvild-fire. 

Wale, to chbuſe, the 


4 choice, 
Witherſhins, to te 


cont rary WAYS « 


Warlack, wizzard, 


Weel, well. 


Wae, wo, alſo for - | 


rowful. 
Wife, old woman. 
Whyte, blame. 
Wrang, wrong. 
Weſlin, 29 2a 
Whins, Furz. 
Whaſe, whoſe, 
Whitht, bufþ, 
Wimpled, intricate. 
Waws, <oalls. 


Warſt, <vorft. 


Wow! fran el 


Winna, will not. 

Wond, evorund up, or 
zwrapt round with 
any thing. 

Ware, to expend, lay 
out, to fift, to pump 
out a ſecret, 

Withoutten, wit bout. 

Watnawhats, no body 
knows what. 

Win, to dævell. 

Wrights, joiners. _ 

Woodly, . madly: 

Yow 1 5. ed 

Yont, beyond, 

Yelping,.'»ſed to ex- 

.. preſs the noiſe made 

Ey the barking of 4 

_ puffy, or the crying 

a child. 


Voudith, Youth. 
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